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City  of  Gold. 


“And  there  shall  be  no  night  there."  Rbv.  22:  15. 
t  J.  Crosby.  w-  h-  £oa**' 

'  “  “  ’  '  - r - 


1.  There’s  a  cit-y  that  looks  o’er  the  valley  of  de^th, And  its  glories  may  never  be  told; 

2.  There  the  King,  our  Redeemer,  the  Lord  whom  we  love,  All  the  faithful  with  rap-lore  be-hold; 

3.  Ev  -  ’ry  soul  we  have  led  to  the  foot  of  the  cross,  Ev-’ry  lamb  we  have  bro’l  to  the  fold, 


There  the  sun  never  sets,  and  the  leaves  never  fade.  In  that  beautiful  city  of  Gold. 
There  the  righteous  f  or-ev-er  will  shine  like  the  stars.  In  that  beautiful  city  of  Gold. 
Will  be  kept  as  bright  jewels  our  crown  to  a-dorn,  In  that  beautiful  city  of  Gold. 


>  U  [  -  -  ,  r  w 

D.  S. — There  the  eyes  of  the  faithful  their  Saviour  behold, In  that  beautiful  city  of  Gold. 
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There  the  sun  nev-ersets,  And  the  leaves  nev-er  fade; 

there  the  sun  nev-er  sets  And  the  leaves 


Old  Hundred. 


SEECl&t  COLLECTOR 

Lasting  Hymns,  No.  2. 


1  I  Want  to  Go  There,  Don’t  You? 


No.  2.  “I  AM  THE  VINE.” 


No.  3.  Walking  In  the  Sunshine. 

Host.  H.  Walton. 


1.  Walking  in  the  sunshine  of  the  Saviour’s  love,  Walking  in  the  sunshine 

2.  Walking  in  the  sunshine,  blessed  is  the  light,  I  will  fear  no  foe,  while 
8.  Walking  in  the  sunshine,  ’tia  a  joy  divine,  I  will  praise  my  Saviour, 
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to  a  home  a-bove;  Je  -  sus  has  redeemed  me,  at  His  will  I 
working  for  the  right;  Trusting  in  my  Sav-iour,  at.  His  will  I 
praise  Him  all  the  time;  All  my  sins  forgiv’n,  no  care  is  on  my 


nr'—vr 


J  i  ^  |  CHORUS. 

bow,  I’m  walk-i&g  in  the  sunshine  now. 

bow,  I’m  walk-ing  in  the  sunshine  now.  I’m  walking  in  the  s 

brow,  I’m  walking  in  the  sunshi  ne  no w. 

nnshine 
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Je  •  sus,  ftt  His  will  I  bow,  I’m  walking  in  the  sunshine  now. 

just  now. 

Jl.  ~ 


Hr  p*r.  O.  W.  Lyon,  I 


No.  4.  SWEEPING  THROUGH  THE  GATES 

“  I’m  sweeping  through  the  gates,  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


2.  These’ theseare they  who  in  their  youthful  days  Found  Je-susear  -  ly 
8.  These,  these  are  they  who  in  affliction’s  woes,  Ev  -  er  have  found  in 

4.  These,  these  are  they  who  in  the  con-flict  dire,  Bold-ly  have  stood  a- 

5.  Safe,  safe  up-on  the  ev  -  er-shining shore,  Sin,  pain,  and  death,  and 

6.  May  we,  O  Lord,  be  now  en-tire-ly  Thine,  Dai  -  ly  from  sin  be 

:  :  :  * 


and  in  wisdom’s  ways,  Proved  the  ful-ness  of  His  grace,  Washed  in  the 
Je-  sus  calm  re-pose,  Such  as  from  a  pure  heart  flows,  Washed  in  the 
mid  the  hot-test  fire,  Jesus  now  says,  “Come  up  higher,”  Washed  in  the 
sor-row  all  are  o’er  ;  Hap  -  py  now  and  ev  -  er  -  more,  Washed  in  the 
kept  by  pow’r  divine,  Then  in  heav’n  the  saints  we’ll  join,  Washed  in  the 
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No.  5. 


THE  PROMISED  LAND. 


Old  Revival  Song. 


Arr.  by  D.  E.  Doktch. 


*  1.  I  have  a  Fa-ther  In  the  promised  land, I  have  a  I’a-ther  in  the 

2.  I  have  a  Saviour  in  the  promised  land, I  have  a  Sav-iourin  the 

3.  I  have  a  crown  in  the  promised  land, I  have  a  crown  in  the 

4.  I  hope  to  meet  you  in  the  promised  land, I  hope  to  meet  you  in  the 


prom  ised  land ;  My  Fa-ther  calls  me  I  must  go  To  meet  Him  in  the  promised  land, 
promised  land  ;My  Saviour  calls  me  I  mustgo  To  meet  Him  in  the  promised  land, 
oromised  land ;  When  Jesus  calls  me  I  must  go  To  wear  it  in  the  promised  land, 
promised  land ;  At  Je  -  sus’  feet  a  joyous  band  W  e’U  praise  Him  in  the  promised  land. 


g  w  — - -  — g  W.  L - g— w.-.i 

I’ll  a  -way,  I’ll  a  -way  to  the  promised  land, I’ll  a-way,  I’ll  a-  w 

I’ll  a-way,  I'll  a-way  to  the  promised  land, I’ll  a-way,  I’ll  a- way  to  the 

I’ll  a  -way,  I’ll  a  -way  to  the  promised  land, I’ll  a-way,  I’ll  a-  way  to  the 

I’ll  a  -way,  Fll  a  -way  to  the  promised  land, I’ll  a-way,  I’ll  a-  way  to  the 
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promised  land ;  My  Father  calls  me  I  must  go  To  meet  Him  in  the  promised  land, 
promised  land  ;My  Saviour  calls  me  I  must  go  To  meet  Him  in  the  promised  land, 
promised  land  ;When  Jesus  calls  me  I  must  go  To  wear  it  in  the  promised  land, 
promised  land  ;At  Je  -  sus’  feet  a  joyous  baud  We’ll  praise  Him  in  the  promised  land. 


No.  6.  Where  Can  Rest  Be  Found  ? 

T.  J.  Jenkins.  Chas.  M.  Davis. 


-----  S-  -J-  *  -p-' 

1.  Where,  0  my  soul,  can  rest  be  found  ?  Life  seems  a  dark  and  troubled  sea; 

2.  He  tells  me  of  His  home  of  rest,  Where  burdened  souls  from  sin  are  free; 

3.  “  The  things  of  earth  will  fade  and  die,  But  here’s  a  home  prepared  for  thee; 

4.  The  time  is  near  when  1  roust  part,  With  all  I  love,  en  -  joy,  and  see, 

5.  0  God  of  mer  -[cy,  God  of  love.  Long  let  my  soul  a  -  bide  with  Thee; 

6.  Lord,  lead  me,  lead  me  to  that  home,  Where  end-less  bliss  remains  for  me; 


But  hark!  I  hear  a  oheer-ing  sound,  ’Tis  Je-sus  speaks,  “  There’s  rest  with  me." 
Where  all  who  come  are  ev  -  er  blest.  And  gent-ly  pleads,  “  Come  rest  with  me.” 
Where  tears  of  woe  ne’er  dim  the  eye,  Come,  wea  -  ry  one,  “  Come  rest  with  me.” 
But  0,  the  joy,  that  fills  my  heart,  As  Je-sus  pleads,  “  Come  rest  with  me.” 
Speak  from  Thy  ho  -  ly  home  a  -  hove,  Come,  wea-ry  child,  “  Come  rest  with  me.” 
There  free  from  sin  and  care  I  come,  For  -  ev  -  er,  Lord,  to  rest  with  Thee. 


ye  wea  -  ry  souls,  And  I  will 

ve  wea  -  ry  souls,  And 
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give 

you  rest;”  0  wea  • 

-  ry  one,  with 

sin  op- 

I 

will  give 

you  rear;” 

0  wea  -  ry  one. 

with 

& 
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-  sus  bids  thee,  Come  and  rest . 

’Tis  Je  -  sus  bids  thee,  Come  and  rest,  yes,  c 
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No.  7.  SPEAK  TO  MY  SOUL. 

L.  L.  P.  Adapted  by  L.  L.  PICKETT. 


1.  Speak  to  my  soul,  dear  Je-sus,  Speak  now  intend’rest  tone;  Whisper  in  lov-ing 

2.  Speak  to  thy  children  ev-er,  Lead  in  the  ho  -  ly  way;  Fill  them  with  joy  and 

3.  Speak  now  as  in  the  old  time  Thou  didst  re-veal  thy  will;  Let  me  know  all  my 


kindness:  “Thou  art  not  left  a  -  lone.’’  0  -  pen  m 
gladness,  Teach  them  to  watch  and  pray.  May  the] 
du  -  ty,  Let  me  thy  law  f  ul  -  fill.  Lead  me  1 

y  heart  to  hear  thee.  Quickly  to 

7  in  con-se-cra-tion  Yield  their  whole 
;o  glo  -  ri  -  fy  thee,  Help  me  to 

✓  ; 

/  '✓  i 

V  ! 

No  8.  When  He  Comes  to  Claim  His  Own. 

'  Lee  J.  H.  Fillmore. 


i  swift-er  than  the  swiftest,  when  He  comes  < 
2.  He  is  sur  -  er  than  the  sur  -  est,  for  to  claim  ns 
3!  0,  that  glo-rious  day  when  He  shall  come  will  be  the 


is  with  -  in  a  twink-ling  that  in  glo  -  ry  we’ll  a-wake;  Will  we  welcome  then  the 
out  a  moments  warning.  He  will  summon  great  and  small;  He  will  sure  -  ly  come  a- 
cares  and  sorrows  we’ll  lay  down  and  go  with  Him  to  rest;  Then  with  Je-sus  and  the 


souls  to  take,  For  it 
one  and  all,  For  with¬ 
er  -  y  best,  For  our 


When  He  Comes  to  Claim.  Concluded. 

Saviour,  When  the  trumpet  shall  be  blown,  When  He  comes .  to  claim  His  own. 

when  He  comes 


No.  9.  I  Go  to  Prepare  a  Place  for  You. 

T.  J.  Jenkins.  J.  H.  Fillmore. 


1.  I  have  found  a  new  home  in  a  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,  Its  glo  -  ry 

2.  0  the  trans-ports  I  feel  as  I  think  of  that  home,  Its  glo  -  ry  < 

3.  I  will  sing  a  new  song  in  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,,  Its  glo  - 


What  Is  Your  Mission  ? 


No.  10. 


toil  to-day;  You’ll  find  there’s  a  work  wher-ev  -  er  you  go,  Then 

great  de-light;  He’ll  give  of  His  grace  to  ev  -  er  aid  you,  Then 

we  do  de  -  lay;  The  har-vest  is  white  and  read  -  y  to  yield.  Then 
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work  for  I 
la  -  bor  a 

he  serv-ice,  the  Mas -ter  will  pay. 

lis  cause  with  a  will  and  a  might.  What,  0  what  is  your 
nd  put  forth  your  sick  -  le  to  -  day.  ( 
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robea  of  white,  Made  meet  1 

to  en  -  ter  the  mari-sions  of  light. 

J  1 
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No.  12.  Enter  the  Beautiful  Gate. 


gate .  Christ,  our  Lord, .  doth  watch  and  wait, . 

the  beau-ti-ful  gate.  Christ,  our  Lord,  doth  watch  and  wait, 


Enter  the  Beautiful  Gate.  Concluded. 


No.  13. 


A  Better  Home. 

to  Mrs.  Jas.  P.  Eagle,  wife  of  Ex-Gov.  Eagle,  of  Arkansas. 


1.  A  bet  -  ter  home  a-waits  me  there,  When  done  with  earth  and  all  its  care 

2.  A  bet  -  ter  home  np  there  I  know,  And  God  hath  called  me  there  to  go; 

3.  A  bet  -  ter  home  np  there  a-waits  Be  -  yond  the  glo-rious,  pearl-y  gates 

4.  A  bet  -  ter  home  a-waits  you  all,  Who  will  up  -  on  the  Sav-iour  call 


:  : 
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No.  14.  There’ll  Be  No  Dark  Valley. 

«  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley,”— Pa.  28 :  4. 

REV.  W.  O.  CUSHING.  IBA  D.  8ANKEY. 

1.  There’ll  be  no  dark  val  -  ley  when  Je  -  aus  comes,  There’ll  be  no  dark 

2.  There’ll  be  no  more  sor  -  row  when  Je  -  sus  comes,  There’ll  be  no  more 

3.  There’ll  be  no  more  weeping  when  Je  -  sus  comes,  There’ll  be  no  more 

4.  There’ll  be  songs  of  greet-ing  when  Je  -  suscomes,  There’ll  be  songs  of 


^  Hi  ■ 

val  -  ley  when  Je-sus  comes;  There’ll  be  no  dark  val  -  ley  when  Je  -  sus  comes 
sor-row  when  Je-sus  comes;  But  a  glorious  morrow  when  Je  -  sus  comes 
weeping  when  Je-sus  comes;  But  a  bless-ed  reap-ing  when  Je-sus  comes 
greeting  when  Je-sus  comes;  And  a  joy-ful  meeting  when  Je  -  sus  comes 


m 
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No.  15.  The  City  of  the  Golden  Street. 

“The  street  of  the  city  was  pure  gold,  as  it  were  transparent  glass.’’— Rev.  21 :  21. 


1.  We  are  trav’ling  on,  and  we’re  nearer  ev’-  ry  day,  To  the  cit  -  y  of  the 

2.  Dear  ones  at  the  gate  will  bid  ns  welcome  home  To  the  cit  -  y  of  the 

3.  Come,  friends  and  jour- ney  with  us  on  the  way.  To  the  cit-y  of  the 

4  There  are  mansions  grand  prepared  for  you  and  me,  In  the  cit  -  y  of  the 

5.  ’Tis  the  home  Christ  promised  to  His  dis-ci- pies  true,  The  cit-y  of  the 


gold  -  en  street;  We  will  shout  and  sing,  and  be  hap  -  py  on  the  way  To  the 
gold  -  en  street;  And  we’ll  pass  its  por  -  tals  nev-  er-more  to  roam  From  the 
gold- en  street;  Where  is  no  night,  but  an  e-  ter-nal  day,  In  that 
gold  -  en  street;  From  pain  and  death  we’ll  be  for-ev-er  free,  In  the 
gold  -  en  street;  ’Tis  the  beau-ti  -  ful  “Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  the  new,”  The 


cit-y  of  the  gold-en  street.  Cit-y  of  thegold-en  street, 


the  gold-en  street. 


16  When  We  Reach  Our  Home. 


e,  Ky. 


Saved  and  Glorified. 


No.  17. 

J.  A.  L. 


1.  Up  in  that  land  where  the  glo-ri-  fled  dwell,  Saved  of  all  na-tions  the 

2.  We’ve  a  faint  glimpse  of  the  heav-en-ly  shore.  Just  as  we  read  the  old 

3.  Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  hath  ear  ev  -  ev  heard,  Won-der-ful  things  that  we 

4.  Loved  ones  have  gathered  thro’ a- ges  a- long,  Join-ing  the  an -gels  to 


I 
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No.  18. 

Bev  J.  A.  Lee. 


I  Am  Longing. 


Chas.  M.  Davis. 


II  V  V  *  *  V  . 

1  I  am  long -ing  for  the  com-ing  of  the  morn-ing  (of  the  morning,) 

2.  I  am  look -ing  for  the  breaking  and  the  wak-ing  (and  the  waning,) 

3*.  Let  us  then  be  ev  -  er  pray-ing,  work-ing,  sing-ing  (working,  singing,) 


Of  a  bright  and  bet  -  ter  day, .  I  am 

Of  a  great  pow*r  from  a  -  bove, .  That  shall 

For  this  prec  -  ious  gift  di  -  vine,. . .  And  the 

r  *  j*  - 
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Of  a  bright,  a  bright  and  bet  -  ter  day,  and  bet  -  ter  day, 


then,  yes  then  will  clear  a  -  way,  will  clear  a-way. 


I  Am  Longing.  Concluded. 


No.  19.  Saviour,  to  Thee  I  Am  Coming. 


D.  P.  Aiehakt. 


1.  Sav-ionr,  to  Thee  I  am  com  -  ing,  At  Thy  bless  -  ed,  heav’n-ly 

2.  I  have  longed  for  peace  and  par  -  don,  Sighed  be  -  neath  my  load  of 

3.  Thou  didst  die,  0  gen  -  tie  Sav-iour,  Wrought  sal-va-tion  full  am 

4.  0  Thou  ten  -  der,  lov  -  ing  Sav  -  iour,  Thou  hast  heard  my  hum  -  bl 


Pressed  with  an-guish,  filled  with  sor  -  row,  Help- less  at  Thy  feet  I  fall. 

Doubt  and  fear  hath  oft  op-pressed  me,  Dark -ness  long  hath  reigned  within. 

In  my  soul  I  feel  Thy  cleans-ing.  Light  di  -  vine  now  bursts  on  me. 

Pilled  my  heart  with  peace  and  glad-ness,  Cleansed  my  sins  and  set  me  free. 

- _ .  .m _ _  . 


SRSOHHV 


I’ll  See  My  Saviour.  Concluded. 


1.  We’ll  take  up  our  stand  forthe  youth  of  our  land,  And  weave  them  a  garland  to  wear; 

2.  We’ll  tempt  not  the  youth  from  the  fountain  of  truth, Whose  waters  are  pure  and  divine; 

3.  Our  sweet  household  joys,  the  girls  and  the  boys,  We’ll  shield  from  the  tempter  so  bold; 


No.  26.  When  I  Close  My  Earthly  ^g^gf; 

J.  A.  L. 
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taiwt  thaUeaylen  by  and  by.  And  the  glad  re-demp-tion 
ter  -  nal  where  there’llnev-er  come  no  night,  When  the  loved,  ones  .not.  for- 


of  the  bright  e  -  ter  -  ni 
till  our  earth-ly  cares  are  uuue. 
sto  -  ry  there  on  high  we’ll  sing, 
got-ten  meet  up  there  a  -  gain. 


to  meet  the  Sav  -  iour, 


And  the  loved,  f.  *  ones  gone  be-fore;  ^  ^  Yes,  we’ll  meet. .  •••  • 

And  the  loved  ones  gone  be-fore,  (gone  be-fore);  Yes,  we  11  meet  them 


Copyright,  1901,  by  J. 


Concluded. 


When  I  Close  My  Pilgrimage. 


Copyright,  1904,  by  J.  A.  Lea 


Land  of  Delight. 


R.  M.  McIntosh. 


No.  28. 

E.  E.  Hewitt. 


1.  See  -  st  thou,  sail-or,  a  glo  -  ry  a  -  far  ?  Beau-ti-fu  Land,  Land  of  de-hght 

2.  There  sing  the  lov’d  ones  who’ve  gone  on  before,  Beau-ti-fu  Land,  Land  of  de-hght 

3.  When  life’s  brief  day  shall  go  down  in  the  west,  Beau-ti-fu  Land  Land  of  de-hght 
4  There  our  dear  Sav  -  iour  we’U  see  face  to  face,  Beau-ti-ful  Land,  Land  of  de-hght! 


m wmmgsmmmm 

Beau  -  -  ti-ful  Land, . peaceful  Haven,  after  storms  are  o’er!. . . 

Beau-ti-ful,  beau-ti-ful,  beau-ti-ful  Land,  peaceful  Haven,  after  storms  are  o’er! 


Land  of  Delight.  Concluded. 
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Beau  -  -  ti-ful  ] 

Beau-ti-ful,  beau-ti-ful,  1 

Land, . where  we’ll  be  with  Je-sus  < 

beau-ti-ful  land  where  we’ll  be  with  Je-sus  < 
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No.  30.  CALLING  FOR  ME. 

Luke  15th  Chapter. 

Words  arranged  and  Chorus  by  D.  E.  Dortch. 

W.  M.  Robison.  W.  M.  Robison,  by  per. 


1.  I  have  watch’d  the  sheep  a -stray,  As  it  wan-der’d  day  by  day, 

2.  I  have  watch’d  the  wo-man  search, Eor  the  gem  of  price-less  worth, 

3.  I  have  watch’d  the  boy  de- part,  With  a  proud  and  anx- ious  heart, 

4.  Now  I  see  him  as  he  goes,  Clad  in  worn  and  tat-ter’d  clothe 


f.  9  9  \ 

„.ie  mountain  heard  its  fee-ble  cry ;  Oh !  the  shepherd’s  gen-tle  call, 
>r  the  piece  of  sil  -  ver  she  had  lost ;  On  she  goes  in  ev  -  ’ry  land, 
i  he  left  his  father’s  house  to  roam  ;Then  I’ve  seen  him  sit  -ting  down 
dfor-sak-en  by  the  world  so  gay;  With  a  bro-ken, bleeding  heart, 


How  it  comes  to  one  and  all,  Tell  me  why,  sir,  will  you  die? 
With  her  light  and  broom  in  hand, Searching  for  that  which  was  lost. 
With  the  swine  up- on  theground.Far  a -way  from  that  old  home. 
“Eor  my  Fa-ther’shomeI’llstart,”I  can  hear  himfaint-ly  say. 


CALLING  FOR  ME. 


No.  31. 


NO  DYING  THERE. 


eath." — Bev.  21:  4 


F.  A.  Blackmer. 

T0-+  ,  r»  -*-i 


A  landbyfaithl  see,  Where  saints  shall  ever  be  Free  from  mortal  -1  -ty, 
2.  Therefriendsshallmeeta-gain,  In  hap-pl-nessto reign, Whilethro’thatblestdomain, 
S.  There  sorrow  cannotstay  ;There  tears  are  wiped  away, One  bright, e  -  ternalday, 
*  O,  land  of  beauty  rare, Freefromearth-blightandcare,ThyblissIlongtoshare, 

L 


6  For  such  a  priceless  boon,  6  For  thee,  sweet  home,  I  wait, 

Who  would  not  seek  that  home,  Come,  and  my  soul  elate, 

Safe  from  the  dreaded  tomb,  Welcome,  O  deathless  state. 

No  dying  there.  No  dying  there. 

tion  Harvest  Bells,”  and  used  by  per.  of  W,  E.  Pskh,  owner  of  the  copyright. 


Saviour,  Hear  Me. 


Jno.  R.  Bryant. 


*  .  :*  >  ■ 

>ur,  blessed  Mas-ter,  hear  me,  As  I  come  to  Thee  to  -  night,  —  - 

2.  May  I  ev-er  love  and  praise  Thee,  May  I  go  at  Thy  com-mand,  May  I 

3.  Down  life’s  rough  and  rugged  pathway,  Guide  my  err-ing  feet  a  -  right,  ’Till  I 
4  Then  redeemed  in  hearn  we’ll  praise  Thee,  In  one  glad,  tri-umph-ant  song,  As  we 

v-fen  i  i  r-Mr  .-rr-  i»--rg — 


lift  my  voice  to  thank  Thee  For  Thy  Word,  which  is  the  Light ;  Oh,  I  want  to  thank  Thee 
be  what  Thou  would’st  have  me,  As  I  jour-ney  o’er  this  land;  May  I  lead  lost  souls  to 
cross  the  si  -  lent  riv  -  er,  To  that  land  where  is  no  night;  When  the  ev’ning  shadows 
stand  in  count-less  num-bers,With  the  Master  ’midst  the  throng,  Where  good-byes  will  not  be 


-4- 
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No.  33.  THROW  OUT  THE  LIFE-LINE. 

*M.  I.  S.  WORD.  1.  8.  C.  An.  bj  GRO. 


**V.  X.  8.  UfFORD. 

1.  8.  U.  Arr.  by  GEO.  0,  ETXBBIUS. 

1.  Throw  out 

2.  Throw  out 

3.  Throw  out 

4.  Soon  will 

9  9  -0-  -f.  9  *  +  9  • 

the  Life-Line  a  -  cross  the  dark  wave,  There  is  a  broth- 
the  Life-Line  with  hand  quick  and  strong ;  Why  do  you  tar- 
the  Life-Line  to  danger-fraught  men,  Sinking  in  an- 
the  sea  -  son  of  res  -  cue  be  o’er,  Soon  will  they  drift 

ETT-r  M.  S  f.  t- 

V 
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h  |  ,  . K  , 

^  '  1  V  *  •  4  **  •  J 

er  whom  some  one  should  save:  Some-bod  -  y’s  broth-er!  oh, 
ry,  why  lin  -  ger  so  long?  Seel  he  is  sink-ing,  oh, 
guish  where  you’ve  nev  -  er  been:  Winds  of  temp-ta  -  tion  and 
to  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty’s  shore,  Haste,  then,  my  broth-er,  no 

rer^-1  ■.  ■ .  -r  .-I  i  l  jUUU± 


Harvesters  Needed. 


R.  M.  McIntosh. 


No.  34. 


1.  Broth-er,  look  out  o’er  the  fields  white  and  waring;  The  harvest  is  great  and 

2.  Je  -  sus,  the  Mas-ter,  will  com-fort  and  cheer  you,  The  burden  you  bring  Hun 
3  Plead  not  un-fit  -  ness;  His  wis-  dom  He  giv-eth;  Yea,  all  that  you  lack  shall 
4.  Low-ly  theserv-ice  He  calls  you  to  -ren-der,  Yet  great  His  re-ward  in 


Harvesters  Needed.  Concluded. 


No  more  bat  -  ties  there  with  sin,  O  -  ver  in  the  com  -  ing  years, 

There  we’ll  hold  com-mun-ion  sweet,  O  -  ver  in  the  com  -  ing  years, 

Fare-well  words  will  ne’er  be  said,  0  -  ver  in  the  com  -  ing  years, 

Let’s  all  go  to  heav’n  to  live,  O  -  ver  in  the  com  -  ing  years, 

r-J-  T-  T- 


By  His  grace  we’ll  en  -  ter  in,  u  -  ver  in  the  com  -  ing  years. 

And  we’ll  walk  the  gold-en  street,  O  -  ver  in  the  com -ing  years. 

No  more  wee p-ing  for  the  dead,  O  -  ver  in  the  com -ing  years. 

Come  to  Christ  while  he’ll  for-give,  Now  in  the  pass -ing  years. 


Copyright,  1904,  by  J. 


No.  36. 

f.  Van  De  Ventek. 


Sunlight. 


1.  I  ^  wandered  in  the  shades  of  night,  Till  Je  -  sus  came  to  me, 

2.  Though  clouds  may  gather  in  the  sky,  And  billows  round  me  roll, 

3.  While  walking  in  the  light  of  God,  I,  sweet  communion  find; 

4.  I  cross  the  wide  ex-tended  fields,  I  jour-ney  o’er  the  plain, 

5.  Soon  I  shall  see  Him  as  He 


No.  37. 


THE  KINGDOM  COMING. 


Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade.  E.  M,  McIntosh,  by  per. 


1.  From  all  the  dark  pla  -  ces  Of  earth’s  hear  then  ra  -  ces,  Oh, 

2.  The  sun  -  light  is  glanc  -  ing  O’er  ar  -  mies  ad-  vane  -  ing,  To 

3.  With  shout -ing  and  sing  -  ing,  And  ju  -  bi  -  lant  ring  -  ing,  Their 


see  how  the  thick  shad- ows  fly!  The  voice  of  sal  -  va  -  tion  A- 
con-quer  the  kingdoms  of  sin;  Our  Lord  shall  pos- sess  them,  His 
re  -  bell -ion  cast  down,  At  last  ev  - ’ry  na- tion,  The 


D.S.—'The  earth  shall 


wakes  ev  -  ’ry  na  -  tion,  Come  o  -  ver  and  help  us,  they  cry. 
pres  -*ence  shall  bless  them,  His  beau  -  ty  shall  en  -  ter  them  in. 
Lord  of  sal-  va  -  tion  Their  King  and  Ee-deem-  er  shall  crown! 


38.  What  a  Blessed  Reunion. 

“Then  shall  I  know  even  as  also  I  am  known.”— 1  Cob.  IS :  12. 


crossed  to  yonder  shore, (yonder  shore,)  We  shall  meet  and  be  part-ed  nev  -  er-more! 
ho  -  ly  ransomed  throng, (ransomed  throng,)  Who  are  singing  the  new  redemption  song! 
for  -  ev  -  er  down,(ev-er  down,)  And  go  up  to  re-ceive  the  gold-en  crown! 


What  a  Blessed  Reunion. 


,|'fl  -  ^ - S  -*-H  .  -A 

y  1  v  '  1  1 

that  will  be  When  we  meet  by  the  shin-ing  crys-tal  sea! 

that  will  be, 

sgHz=?-lf-P  -v-R 

No.  39.  VALE 

n  Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 

TK-I— j  (~  " 

; — E- c F— s' — V---U  U  —U  j  1  — *- 

OF  BEULAH. 

^  ^  |  .  Joseph  Garrison. 

(  ’Tis  to  me  the  Vale  of  Beu  -  lah,  ’Tis  a  beau  -  li  - 

(Not  a  shad  -  ow,  not  a  shad-ow  Ev  -  er  dark-ens  1 

|  And  the  mu  -  sic  sweet  -  ly  chant  -  ed  By  the  heav-en  - 

(  Day  by  day  I  feel  the  pres  -ence  Of  the  dear  Sav-i 

(  For  He  com  -  forts  and  He  helps  me  By  the  words  that 

!So  I  jour  -  ney  with  re  -  joic  -  ing  T’ward  the  cit  -  y 

And  X  near  the  op-  en  por-tals  Of  the  king- dom 


lone,  But  I  find  that  all  the  path  -  way  Is  with  flow’rs  o  -  vergrown  j  ( 
way,  For  the  Sav-iour  walks  be -side  me,  My  corn-pan  -  ion  all  day.) 
way,  For  a  ra -diance  bright  as  glo  -  ry  Shines  up -on  it  all  day.  ) 
throng  Floats  in  ca -dencedownthe  val  -  ley,  And  it  cheers  me  a  -  long.  J 
near,  And  each  mo-ment  fills  with  glad-ness,  As  His  sweet  voice  I  hear;) 
saith,  And  He  kin -dies  love  with- in  me  And  He  strengthens  my  faith.  J 
light, While  each  day  my  joy  is  deep-er  And  the  pathway  more  bright,  j 
bove,  For  this  high-way  leads  to  Ca  -  naan,  To  the  king  dom  of  love,  j 


'  I 


J 


40. 


Waiting  and  Watching. 

“  I  shall  go  to  him.”— 2  Sam.  12:  23.  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 


1.  When  my  final  farewell  to  the  world  I  have  said,  And  gladly  lie  down  to  my  rest; 

2.  There  are  little  ones  glancing  a-bout  in  my  path,  In  want  of  a  friend  and  a  guide; 

3.  There  are  old  and  forsaken  who  lin-ger  a-while,  Tn  homes  which  their  hearest  have  left; 
A.  0,  should  I  be  brought  there  by  bountiful  grace,  Of  Him  who  delights  to  forgive, 


When  softly  the  watchers  shall  say  “He  is  dead,”  And  fold  my  pale  hands  o’er  my  breast; 
There  are  dear  lit-tle  eyes  look-ing  up  into  mine,  Whose  tears  might  be  easily  dried. 
And  a  few  gentle  words  or  an  ac-tion  of  love  May  cheer  their  sad  spirits  be-reft, 
Though  I  bless  not  the  weary  a-bout  in  my  path,  Pray  on-ly  for  self  while  I  lfte, — 

«  «  «  «  «  «  #  -a- -a-  _  _ 


And  when  with  my  glo-ri-fied  vis-ion  at  last  ,  The  walls  of  “that  Cit-y  ”  I  see, 
But  Je  -  sus  may  beckon  the  children  a-way  In  the  midst  of  their  grief  and  their  glee — 
But  the  reaper  is  near  to  the  long-standing  corn,  The  wea  -  ry  will  soon  be  set  free — 
Methinks  I  should  mourn  o'er  my  sin-ful  neglect,  If  sor-row  in  heav-en  can  be^ 


Will  a  -  ny-one  then  at  the  beau-ti-ful  gate,  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me  ? 

Will  a  -  ny  of  them  at  the  beau-ti-ful  gate,  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me? 

Will  a  -  ny  of  them  at  the  beau-ti-ful  gate,  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me  ? 

Should  no  one  I  love  at  the  beau-ti-ful  gate,  Be  waiting  and  watching  for  me? 


Be  wait  -  ing  and  watch-ing,  Be  wait-ing  and  watching  for  me  ? 

Be  wait-ing  and  watching, 


Waiting  and  Watching. 


41.  There’s  Nothing  too  Low  for  Jesus. 

This  mau  receiveth  sinners."— Luke  15:  2. 

E.  S.  U.  rev.  E.  S.  Ufford. 

1.  The  sun  that  shines  brightly  a  -  bove  us,  With  beams,  making  glad  the  day, 

2.  This  Je  -  sus  can  fill  you  with  glo  -  ry,  Tho’  down  in  the  mire  you  lie, 

3.  There’s  nothing  too  low  for  this  Sav  -  iour,  0  tell  it  the  wide  world  round, 


42. 


I  Am  Coming. 

«I  \7ill  arise  and  go  to  my  father.”— Luke  16:  18. 

Words  and  mnsic  by  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 


_ 1  com-ing,  bless-ed  Saviour,  I  have  heard  Thy  gentle  voice 

2.  When  in  paths  of  sin  and  fol  -  ly,  I  had  wandered  far  a-w'ay, 

3.  Like  the  prod  -  i  -  gal  re  -  turn-ing,  Empty  handed,  Lord,  I  come, 


Call-ing  me  in  ac-cents  ten-der,  And  have  made  Thee  now  my  choice; 
Thou  didst  seek  me,  Thou  didst  find  me,  W ith-er  I  h  ad  gone  a  -  stray ; 
Seek-ing  for  a  Fa-ther’s  blessing,  Seek-ing  for  the  heav’nly  home, 


_  -- m-ing  in  my  vileness,  Nothing  good  have  I  to  bring; 

And  Thy  lov-ing  voice  so  ten-der,  With  its  ac-cents  sweet  of  love, 

"  -  *?s  of  r~  !  * 


1  and  fol  -  ly,  Give  the  robe  of  righteousness, 


As  I  am  a  poor  weak  sinner,  Take  me,  O  my  gracious  King. 
Won  my  wicked  heart  completely,  Turned  my  tho’ts  tow’rd  heav’n  above. 
And  a  poor,  re  -pent-ant  sin-ner,  Gra-cious  Sav-iour,  own  and  bless. 

;  ;  -r  fr-F'  Tf-  y 


Trusting  in  Thy  grace  and  raer-cy,  A  re-pent  -  ant  heart  I  bring. 

(’HORIJS. 


I  Am  Coming. 


43. 


Let  Your  Light  Shine. 


Kev.  J.  A.  Leb. 


Home  Over  There. 

1  Sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away.”— Is.  35 :  10. 


J.  B.  Herbert. 


1.  When  we  reach  that  peaceful  shore  o-ver  there,  AH  our  troub-les  will  be  o’er 

2.  Sor  -  row  will  not  en  -  ter  there,  o-ver  there,  Not  a  bur  -  den  or  a  care, 

3.  And  I  long  for  that  dear  place,  o-ver  there,  (over  there,)  When  I  close  this  earthly  race, 

4.  In  that  home  just  o  -  ver  there,  over  there,  ^  1 1  have  loved  ones  freed  from  care, 


47.  I  Belong  to  the  Saviour. 


Jesus  Will  be  There. 


1.  We  shall  meet  a-gain ;  How  sweet  the  time  will  be,  When,  in  that  happy 

2.  We  shall  meet  a-gain,  Where  tears  will  never  flow,  Where  gleams  the  golden 

3.  We  shall  meet  a-gain;  Grieve  not  at  parting  here;  When  on  that  shining 


land,  Each  oth-er’s  face  we’ll  see  ;  The  dear  ones  that  have  gone,  We’ll 
crowns.  And  robes  as  white  as  snow ;  With  an-gels  there  we’ll  roam,  And 
strand,  There’ll  be  no  fare  -  well  tear ;  Yes,  by  and  by  we’ll  meet,  And 


meet  them  o-ver  there,  Around  the  great  white  throne,  And  Jesus  will  be  there, 
vict’ry’s  palm  we’ll  hear,  In  that  ce-les-tial  home,  And  Je-sus  will  be  there, 
know  each  other  there;  To  make  our  joy  complete,  King  Je-sus  will  be  there. 


stit  is  to  know  Je-sus  will  bethere,  yes,  Je-sus  will  be  there;  With 

' rrr  -f-i  irrrr" ' 1 
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49  You  May  Tell  My  Dear  Old  Parents. 


Gardner  _ . 


i 
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I 

t 


TELL  IT  AGAIN. 


R.  M.  McIktosh. 


50. 


Mrs.  M.  B.  0.  Slade. 


&$&*=£=£=£  JS-N-fy  r-Ms  ■  . 

1.  In -to  the  tent  where  a  gyp -By  boy  lay,  Dy-ing 

2.  “Did  he  bo  love  me,  a  poor  lit  -  tie  boy?  Send un- 1 

3.  Bending,we  caught  the  last  words  of  his  breath,  Just  as  1 

4.  Smiling,  he  said,  as  his  last  sigh  was  spent,  “  I  am  ! 

La8jnr  r  f-nn^TT-T^^ig 

a- lone,  at  the 
;o  me  the  good 
le  en-teredthe 
jo  glad  that  for 

1 

rTTf  *  *  ^7  •'  rm 

m 

close  of  the  day.  News  of  sal-va-tion  we  car-ried,'  said  he, 
ti- dings  of  joy?  Need  I  not  per- ish?  my  hand  will  be  hold? 
Tal-  ley  of  death:  “God  sent  his  Son! — who-so  -ev  -  er?”said  he; 
me  he  was  sent!’*  Whispered,  while  low  sank  the  sun  in  the  west: 


say  of  the  children  of  men,  “  No-bod -y  ev-  er  has  told  me  be-fore.” 

L-.  .  -  . -  .  .  fff  ^ 


No.  <51.  ALL  TAKEN  AWAY. 


E.  KELSO  CAETEE,  except  1st  Terse. 


1.  Did  you  hear  what  Jesus  said  to  me?  They’re  all  taken  a-way,  away, 

2.  Oh, this  wondrous  grace  so  full  and  free;They’ re  all  taken  a-way,  away, 

3.  Now  the  cleansing  streams  of  mercy  flow;  They’re  all  taken  a-way,  away, 

4.  I  have  plunged  beneath  the  crimson  tide ;They’ re  all  taken  a-way,  away, 


They’re  all  tak-en  a-way,  a-way,  My  sins  are  all  tak-en 

gg 


Copyright,  1891,  by  E.  Kelso  Carter.  Used  by  per. 

5  Oh,  the  cleansing  blood  has  washed  my  soul, 
They’re  all  taken  away,  away; 
And  Jesus’ healing  has  made  me  whole; 
They’re  all  taken  away. 


7  So  I  praise  the  Lord  for  sins  forgiven, 
They’re  all  taken  away,  away; 
While  onward  pressing  my  way  to  heav’n; 
They’re  all  taken  away. 


6  Now  the  Spirit  witnesses  to  me; 
They're  all  taken  away,  away; 
And  keeps  me  standing  in  liberty; 
They’re  all  taken  away. 


8  And  when  in  glory  we  meet  above; 
They’re  all  taken  away,  awav; 
We’ll  sing  the  song  of  Redeeming  Lows 
They’re  all  taken  away. 


52.  Life  through  the  Crucified  One. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor.  W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  O  what  joy  the  be-  liev  -  er  may  know,  In  re  -  memb’ring  what 

2.  If  our  days  on  the  earth  have  been  long,  Or  our  jour  -  ney  is 

3.  Then  we’ 11  sing  of  the  good- ness  of  God,  From  the  dawn  to  the 
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Je  -  sus  1 
scarce  -ly  1 
set  -  ting  ( 

las  done;  Tho’ in  sin  we  abound,  With  the  Lord,  grace  is  found; 
be  -  gun,  With  the  Lord  as  our  light,  We  will  live  it  a- right; 
rf  sun,  Till  the  whole  world  be-low  Shall  re  -  joic  -  ing-  ly  know; 
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53  I  Cannot  Let  Him  Go. 


1.  One  is  stand -ing  at  the  door,  Hear  Him  knock,  knock,  knock;  0  my 

2.  Still  He  stand  -eth  at  the  door,  Hear  Him  call,  call,  call;  He  has 

3.  Yes,  He  stand -eth  at  the  door,  See  Him  wait,  w^it,  wait;  Will  He 


No.  54.  are  Jj)ou  Masbeb  in  tbe  Bloob? 
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in  the  blood,  IntheBoul- 
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cleansing  blood  of  the  Lamb  ?  Are  your 

lul 

Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  f 
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hey  white  as  snow  ?  Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the 
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56 


Be  a  Little  Sunbeam. 

“And,  a,  little  child  shall  lead  them."— Isaiah  11: 


_ a  lit-tle  sunbeam  a-long  life’s  way,  Shining  for  the  Saviour  from  day  to  day; 

2.  Be  a  lit-tle  sunbeam  and  always  shine,  Be-ing  un-to  oth-ers  bo  lov-  ing,-  kind; 

3.  Be  a  lit-tle  sunbeam  in  ev  -  ’ry  home,  Be  a  little  sunbeam  where’er  you  roam; 

4.  Can’t  you  tell  as  we  sing  our  little  song,  That  we  to  the  sunbeams  each  one  belong? 


Thus  we’ll  fill  our  mission  down  here  below,  Be  a  lit-tle  sunbeam  as  on  we  go. 
Yes,  we  all  are  sunbeams,  a  happy  band, And  to  all  the  lost  world  we’ll  give  our  hand. 
Oh,  we’ll  look  to  Je-sus,  and  try  to  pray  That  He’ll  always  help  us  a-long  the  way. 
Yes,  we  each  one  give,  and  we  each  one  pray,  This  is  serving  Christ  in  the  sunbeam’s  way. 
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57  LEANING  ON  THE  EVERLASTING  ARMS. 


“  Underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms.”—  Deut.  33  :  27. 

Rev.  £.  A.  Hoffman.  A.  J.  Sho Walter,  by  per. 


on  #  ! 

h  i  1  1 

1.  What  a  fellowship, what  a  joy  divine, Leaning  o 

2.  Oh, how  sweet  to  walk  in  this  pilgrim  way, Leaning  o 

3.  Whathave  I  to  dread, what  have  X  to  fear, Leaning  o 
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n  the  Everlasting  Arms  1 

•  ■+  #’"l  W  P  AT-l 

TO 

-i — h-fr 

i"~  ^  *  T  1 1 

1 - IS— 6. - , - IW  ■  w  W 

z - 4 — • — — »  -m-'W  S  'g.  W-^r* 

What  ablessedness,what  a  peaee  is  m}ne, Leaning  on  the  Ev-erlasting  Arms  l 
Oh,howbrightthepath  grows  from  day  to  day,  Leaning  on  the  Ev-erlasting  Arms  I 

I  have  peace  complete  with  my  Lord  so  near, Leaning  on  the  Ev-erlasting  Arms  ( 
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No.  58.  JESUS  IS  MINE. 


Mrs.  C.  J.  Bonar.  T.  E.  Perkins. 


THE  PRODIGAL  BOY. 


1.  In  the  land  of  strangers  where  famine  prevails  Is  the  prod  -  i-gal  boy  from  home; 

2.  What  pain  and  anguish  now  fills  his  sad  heart,  As  be  thinks  of  the  sin  -  ful  past; 

3.  My  fa-ther  at  home  has  plen-ty  to  spare,  His  servants  fare  better  than  I; 

4.  I  will  now  a-rise  and  to  father  I’ll  go,  And  say,  I  have  sinned  be-fore  thee; 

5.  The  fa  -  ther  saw  him  returning  a-far,  And  ran  his  lost  son  to  re  -  ceive; 

.  Bring  forth  a  robe  of  rich  pur-ple  and  gold,  And  a  ring  to  put  on  his  hand; 

—  KT..0L-  _  - -  I  b  b  iN  b  iN  ft-  _  Jl'-*. 


He  has  wast-ed  his  all  in  fol-ly  and  sin,  Now  friendless  he’s  left  a  -  lone. 
What  loss  he  now  feels,  what  poverty,  shame,  He  has  come  to  himself  at  last. 
.  Why  should  I  remain  in  such  sorrow  and  pain,  In  this  wretched  state  shall  I  die? 
I  will  ask  not  the  place  of  a  son  a-gain,  A  servant  I’d  on  -  ly  be. 

Embracing  and  kiss-ing  he  then  did  declare,  I  free-ly  my  child  for-give. 

Bring  shoes  for  his  feet,  a  feast  now  prepare,  For  the  dead  is  a  -  live  a  -  gain. 


60 

1  Jesus,  my  Lord,  to  Thee  I  cry, 
Unless  Thou  help  me  I  must  die  ; 

O  bring  Tliy  free  salvation  nigh, 

And  take  me  as  I  am  1 
Befrain. — Take  me  as  I  am  ; 

Take  me  as  I  am  ; 

O  bring  thy  free  salvation  nigh, 
And  take  me  as  I  am  1 

2  Helpless  I  am,  and  full  of  guilt, 
But  yet  for  me  Thy  blood  was  spilt, 


Key  of  A. 

And  Thou  canst  make  me  what  Thou  wilt, 
But  take  me  as  I  am  1 

3  I  thirst,  I  long  to  know  Thy  love, 
Thy  full  salvation  I  would  prove  ; 

But  since  to  Thee  I  can  not  move, 

O  take  me  as  I  am  1 

4  If  Thou  hast  work  for  me  to  do, 
Inspire  my  will,  my  heart  renew, 

And  work  both  in  and  by  me,  too. 

But  take  me  as  I  am  ! 


TAKE  ME  AS  I  AM. 


SEEKING  FOR  ME. 


Beth  -  le-hem  c; 

Cal  -  va-ry’s  tree  Paid  the  great  debt, and  my 
s same  as  of  old;  While  I  did  wan-der  a- 
r  -  iour, shall  come  from  on  high,Sweet  is  the  prom-ise 
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sor-row  and  shame;  O,  it  was  wonder-ful  I  blest  be  His  name!  Seeking  for  m 
soul  He  set  free  ;  O,  it  was  wonder-ful  I  how  could  it  be  ?  Dy-ing  for  m 
far  from  the  fold,  Gen-tly  and  long  He  hath  plead  with  my  soul, Calling  for  me, 
ea  -  ry  years  fly ;  O,  I  shall  see  Him  de-scending  the  sky,Com-ing  for  me,  f( 
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Seeking  forme,  Seeking  for  me,  Seeking  for  me,  Seeking  for  me ; 
Dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me ; 

Call-ing  for  me,  Calling  for  me,  Calling  for  me,  Calling  for  me ; 

Com-ing  for  me.  Coming  for  me,  Coming  for  me,  Coming  for  me  ; 

1  _  _  K  IS  K  J  g  B 

W.  G.  Tomb. 


No.  62.  GOD  BE  WITH  YOU. 

J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D. 

1.  God  be  with  you  till  -we  meet  a-gain,  By  His  counsels  guide,  up- 

2.  God  be  -with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  ’Neatb  His  wings  se  -  cure  -  ly 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  When  life’s  per  -  ils  thick  con- 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  Keep  love’s  ban-ner  float-ing 


63  He’s  Just  the  Same  To-Day. 

Fanhy  J.  Crosby.  W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  There  is  a  Friend,  a  pa -tient  Friend,  Who  loved  us  long  a  -  go  (longa-go); 

2.  Up  -  on  the  cross  His  pre-cious  blood  For  all  He  free-ly  gave  (freelygave): 
8.  The  samewhostoodwithlift-edhands, And blessedHis faithful  few  (faithfulfew); 
4.  The  samewho  yet  shall  come  a  -  gain,  And  we  shall  see  His  face  (see  His  face); 


? 

I 

I 


64  My  Saviour  First  of  All. 

Fanny  J.  Cbosby.  Jn0-  b-  Swenky. 


1.  When  my  life-work  is  ended,  and  I  cross  the  swelling  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,  the  soul-thrilling  rapture  when  I  view  his  blessed  face,  And  the 

3.  Oh,  the  dear  ones  in  glo-ry,  how  they  beckon  me  to  come,  And  our 

4.  Thro’  the  gates  to  the  cit  -  y,  in  a  robe  of  spotless  white,  He  will 


m 
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bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see;  I  shall  know  my  jRedeemer  when  I 
inn  .  +.ro  nf  his  lrind-1  v  beaming  eye;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  him  for  the 
I  re-call ;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  Eden  they  will 


reach  the  oth-er  side,  And  his  smile  will  be  the  first  to  wel-come  me. 
mercy,  love  and  grace,  That  prepares  for  me  a  man-sion  in  the  sky. 
sing  my  welcome  home,  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first  of  all. 
mingle  with  de-light;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first  of  all. 


mo.  65. 


©ver  Sbere, 


Chas.  E.  Pollock. 


1.  They  have  reached  the  sunny  shore,  And  will  never  hunger  more,  And  their 

2.  Now  they  feel  no  chilling  blast, For  their  winter  time  is  past,  And  their 

3.  They  have  fought  the  weary  fight  Je-sus  saved  them  by  His  might,  Now  they 


For  their  day  is  always  bright,  And  the  Savior  is  their  light,  o  -  ver  there. 
For  their  Savior’ sal ways  near,  And  with  them  is  endless  cheer,  o  -  ver  there. 
e’U  wait  our  Lord’s  command, Till  we  see  His  beck’ning  hand,  o  -  ver  there. 

■  ■  -  '  -  -  ■  t  Kt:  £:  £:  £:  £ 


D.  s. — day  is  always  bright,  And  the  Savior  is  their  light,!. 


ROOM  AT  THE  FOUNTAIN. 

Mbs.  M.  J.  Harris. 


1.  I  heard  mv  loving  Saviour  say,  There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee, 
2  I  came  to  Him  my  sins  confessed,  There  was  room  at  the  fountain  for  me, 
3.  I  plunged  beueath  the  crimson  tide,  There  was  room  at  the  fountam  for  me, 
4  I  found  the  crimson  stream  I  know,  There  was  room  at  the  fountain  for  me, 


Come  wash  the  stains  of  sin  away,  There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 
When  I  gave  up  my  heart  was  blest,  There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 
And  now  by  faith  am  sanc-ti-fled,  There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 
His  blood  has  washed  me  white  as  snow,  There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 


ft  He  cleansed  my  heart  from  inbred  sin,. 
There  was  room  at  the  fountain  for  me, 
y„sd  now  He  keeps  me  pure  .within, 
There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 

0  I’ll  preise  Him  while  He  gives  me  breath, 
Tfe&re  was  room  at  the  fountain  for  me; 
He  saved  me  from  an  awful  death, 
There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 
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7  His  blood  was  shed  but  once  for  all, 
There  was  room  at  the  fountain  for  me; 

Oh,  don’t  reject  sweet  Mercy’s  call, 
There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 

8  We’ll  sing  with  all  the  saints  above, 
There  was  room  at  the  fountain  for  me; 

And  praise  Him  for  redeeming  love, 
There’s  room  at  the  fountain  for  thee. 


No.  67, 


DYING  FROM  HOME,  AND  LOST. 

h  s  t 


nr  i  u  —r 

1.  Companion  draw  nigh,  they  say  I  must  die,  Early  the  summons  has  come  from  on  high, 

2.  Ah,  can  you  not  bow  and  pray  with  me  now?  Sad  the  regret  we  have  never  learned  how, 

3.  And  can  you  not  sing  a  song  of  His  love,  How  He  came  down  from  the  mansions  above’ 

4.  A  -  las!  it  is  so;  but  thus  it  must  be;  No  word  of  comfort  or  promise  for  me; 
6.  0  people  of  God  who  have  His  blest  word,  Will  you  not  heed  the  command  of  your  Lord, 

_  -  _  _  _  je.  m 
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The  way  is  so  dark,  and  yet  I  must  go,  0  that  such  sorrow  you  never  may  know  ? 
To  come  before  Him  who  only  can  save,  Leading  in  triumph  thro’  death  and  the  grave. 
To  bleed  and  to  die  on  Calvary’s  tree,  Bringing  salvation  to  sinner’s  like  me  ? 
To  die  without  God,  or  hope  in  His  Son,  Covered  in  darkness,  bereaved  and  undone. 
And  publish  to  all  of  Adam’s  lost  race,  Pardon,  forgiveness,  salvation  thro’  grace? 
0  -*•$»-  f-  0  H*-   .  
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is  -  ter  and  mother  were  here; 

B.  B.  Beau. 


No.  t>8  My  Jesus  is  Able  to  Save. 


1.  From  dan-ger  and  doubt,  from  sor-row  and  fear.  My  Je-sus  is 

2.  The  temp-ter  may  strive  my  soul  to  ensnare,  But  Je-sus  is 

3.  No  mat  -  ter  how  dark  with  e  -  vil  the  hour,  My  Je-sus  is 

4.  Oh,  trust  in  His  grace,  a-bound-ing  and  free,  For  Je-sus  is 


a  -  ble  to 
a  -  ble  to  save 
a  -  ble  to  save 
a  -  ble  fo 


I  Whentrou  tetn d  care  andtri-al  are  near, My 
.  For  ref  -  uge  1  flee  to  Jesus  in  pray’r,  I 
.  For  His  is  thekingdom;gloryandpow’r,For 
.  And  nev-er  dismayed,  dis-com-fit-ed  be,  For 


DR.  A.  B.  EVERETT. 


No.  69.  Hear  Him  Calling. 
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1.  Are  you  stay  -  ing,  safe  ~ly  : 

2.  Are  you  hear -ing,  glad-ly  1 

3.  Are  you  roam-ing,  long-er  r 

stay -ing,  In  the  ten  -  der  Shepherd’s 
rear -ing,  How  He  bids  His  fold-ed 
oam-  ing,  In  the  cold,  dark  night  of 
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No.  70.  Will  Jesus  Find  Us  Watching? 


1.  When  Je  -  bus  comes  to  re  -  ward  His  ser-vants,  Whether  it  be 

2.  If  at  the  dawn  of  the  ear  -  ly  mom-ing,  He  shall  call  us 
S.  Have  we  been  true  to  the  trust  He  left  ns?  Do  we  seek  to 
4.  Bless -ed  are  those  whom  the  Lord  finds  watching,  In  Hisglo-ry 


noon  or  night.  Faith  -  ful  to  Him  will  He  find  us  watch-ing, 

one  by  one,  When  to  the  Lord  we  re  -  store  our  tal  -  ents, 

do  our  best!  If  in  our  hearts  there  is  naught  condemns  us, 

they  shall  share;  If  He  shall  come  at  the  dawn  or  mid-night. 


With  our  lamps  all  trimmed  and  bright  ? 

Will  He  an-swer  thee,  “  Well  done?”  Oh,  can  we  say,  we  ar 
We  shall  have  a  glo  -  rious  rest. 

Will  He  find  us  watch-ing  there? 


71  O  PRODIGAL,  DON'T  STAY  AWAY. 


Key.  J.  E.  Rankin.  J.  W.  Bischoff.  By  per. 


1.  0  prod-i  -  gal,  don’t  stay  a  -  way!  The  Fa  -  ther  is  wait-ing  to  -  day; 

2.  0  prod-i  -  gal  brother,  come  home!  Why  long-er  in  wretchedness  roam? 

3.  0  prod-i  -  gal,  what  will  you  do  ?  Love’s  ta  -  ble  is  wait-ing  for  you; 

4.  0  prod-i  -  gal  broth-er,  a  -  rise!  For  par-dcn,  look  up  to  the  skies; 


There’s  room  and  to  spare,  There  is  rai  -  ment  to  wear,  0  prod  -  i  -  gal, 

e  lone  -  ly  and  lost,  You  are  driv  -  en  and  tossed,  0  prod  -  i  -  gal 

■  give  -  ness  so  sweet,  Sure,  your  com-ing  will  greet,  0  prod  -  i  -  gal, 

long  -  er  then  stray  From  thy  Fa  -  ther  a  -  way,  0  prod  -  i  -  gal 
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No.  72.  THE  ROUGH  WOODEN  CROSS. 


F.  E.  K.  and  0.  S.  M.  St.  Luke  23  :  33.  C.  O.  Rimanoczy. 


1.  On  a  rough  wood-en  cross  at  the  top  of  a  hill,  Je-sus 

2.  ’Twas  thy  sin  nailed  Him  there,  and  for  thee  He  did  bear  The 


died  for  you  and  for  me.......  He  was  there  cru  -  ci- 

rough  wood-en  cross  with  its  pain .  That  this  >ff  -  'ring  of 


fled,  with  the'  thieves  on  eaoh  side,  So  that  sin  -  ners  from  sin  might  be 
love  might  for  -  ev  -  er  re  -  move  From  thy  heart,  all  its  guilt  and  the 


He  was  taunt  -  ed  and  mocked  by  the  cruel  crowd  that 
Now,  each  sin  we  al  -  low  adds  a  thorn  to  His 
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THE  ROUGH  WOODEN  CROSS.  Concluded. 


flocked  To  see  Him,  and  hear  Him  cry  out  in  His  pain,  But 

brow,  A  nail  in  His  lov  -  ing  hand,  once  more  is  driv’n,  But 


Beulah  Land. 


JNO.  R.  SWENEY. 


1.  I’ve  reach’d  the  land  of  corn  and  wine,  And  all  its  rich  -  es  free  -  ly  mine ; 

2.  The  Saviour  comes  and  walks  with  me,  And  sweet  communion  here  have  we> 

3.  A  sweet  perfume  up  -  on  the  breeze  Is  borne  from  ev  -  er  ver-nal  trees, 

4.  The  zeph-yrs  seem  to  float  to  me,  Sweet  sounds  of  heaven’s  mel-o  *  dy, 


Here  shines  undimm’d  one  blissful  day,  For  all  my  night  has  pass’d  a-way. 
He  gent -ly  leads  me  with  His  hand,  For  this  is  heaven’s  bor-der-land. 
And  flow’rs  that  never  fading  grow,  Where  streams  of  life  for-ev  -  er  flow. 
As  angels,  with  the  white-robed  thrcmg,  Join  in  the  sweet  redemption  song. 


No.  74. 


The  Beautiful  Light. 


B.  Kelso  Carter. 


1.  Je  -  bus  is  the  light,  the  way,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 

2.  Wewhoknowoursins  forgiv’n,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 

3.  As  we  jour-ney  here  be-low,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 

4.  We  will  sing  His  pow’r  to  save,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 

-J.  r'fSf-ir  ir/frjf- 
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walking  in  the  light;  Shining  brighter  day  by  day,  We  i 
walking  in  the  light;  Find  on  earth  the  joy  of  heav'n,  We  i 
walking  in  the  light;  0  what  joy  and  peace  we  know,  We  i 
walking  in  the  light;  We  will  triumph  o’er  the  grave,  W e  i 
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light, .  We  are  walking  in  the  beau-ti-ful  light  of  God. 

Walking  in  the  light, 


M 


No.  75  THERE  IS  POWER  IN  THE  BLOOD. 

L.  E.  J.  I.  John  1:7.  L.  E.  Jones. 


1.  Would  you  be  free  from  the  burden  of  sin  ?  There’s  pow’r  in  _ , 

2.  WouldyoubefreefromyourpassionandpridePThere’spow’rin  the  blood, 

3.  Would  you  be  whiter,  much  whiter,  than  snow?  There’s  pow’r  in  the  blood, 

4.  Would  you  do  service  for  Je-sus,  your  King  ?  There’s  pow’r  in  the  blood, 


j  sU  »  »  j ; 

pow’r  in  the  blood ;  Would  you  o’er  e  -  vil  a  vie  -  to  -  ry  win  ? 

pow’r  in  the  blood ;  Come  for  a  cleans  -  ing  to  Cal  -  va-ry’s  tide, 

pow’r  in  the  blood ;  Sin  stains  are  lost  in  its  life  -  giv-ing  flow, 

pow’r  in  the  blood;  Would  you  live  dai  -  ly  Hisprais-es  to  sing? 


There’s  won-der  -  ful  pow’r  in  the  blood.  There  is  pow’r,  pow’r 


Won-der-working  pow’r  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb;  Thereis 
in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 


pow’r,  pow’r,  Wonder-working  pow’r  In  the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
There  is  pow’r, 


70  City  of  the  Jasper  Wall. 


Dr.  Bethcne.  “  The  wall  oj  U  was  of  jasper.  W.  A.  Ogden. 


1.  0  cit  -  y  of  the  jas-per  wall  And  of  the  pearly  gate,  For  thee  a- 

2.  0  cit  -  y  where  they  need  no  light  Of  snn,  or  moon,  or  star,  Could  we  with 

3.  0  cit  -  y  where  the  shining  gates  Shut  out  all  grief  and  sin,  Well  may  we 


mid  the  storms  of  life  Our  wea  -  ry  spir-its  wait.  0  may  we  walk  the 
eye  of  faith  but  see  How  bright  thy  mansions  are.  How  soon  our  doubts  would 
yearn  amid  earth’s  strife  Thy  ho-ly  peace  to  win.  Yet  will  we  meek-ly 


77  I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 

CATHERINE  HANKS. 


1.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry  of  unseen  things  a-bove,  Of  Je  -  sus 

2.  Hove  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry; ’Tis  pleasant  to  repeat,  What  seems  each 

3.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  For  those  who  know  it  best  Seem  hunger- 


¥ 


■Tgr 


o  -  ry,  (C 


and  His  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love.  I  love  to  tell  the 
time  I  tell  it,  More  won-der-ful  -  ly  sweet.  I  love  to  tell  the  i 
ing  and  thirsting  To  hear  it  like  the  rest.  And  when,  in  scenes  of/ 


si 

SI 

g 

to  - 
to  - 
lo- 

ry,  Because  I  know  ’tis  t 
ry,  For  some  have  never  he 
ry,  I  sing  the  new,  new  s 

-  J  r  .  .  *■  -f-  - 
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rue:  It  sat  -  is-fles  my  longings, 
sard  The  message  of  sal  -  va  -  tion, 
ong,  ’Twill  be— the  old,  old  sto  -  ry, 

«■.  .  ....  

78  Never  Alone. 

uLo,  I  am  with  you  always  —  Matt.  28 :  20. 

CFO  and  P  H  Arrangement  for  this  work. 

DilETandC  H  OKI'S. 


1.  Lone-ly  ?  no,  not  lone  -  ly  While  Je-sus  stand-eth  by;  His  pres-ence  al  -  ways 

2.  Wea-ry?  no,  not  wea  -  ry  While  lean-ing  on  His  breast;  My  soul  hath  full  en- 

3.  He  died  upon  the  mountain,  For  me  was  era  -  ci  -  fied,  He  o  -  pened  there  the 

4.  Wait-ing  ?  Oyes,  wait-ing;  He  bade  me  watch  and  w  ‘ ' 


80 


OVER  THERE. 


'  Oopjright. 


When  the  Roll  is  Called. 


,  f  When  the  trump  -et  of  the  Lord  shall  sound,  and  time  shall 
\  When  the  saved  of  earth  shall  gath  -  er  o  -  ver  on  the 
2  /  On  that  bright  and  cloud  -less  morn- ing,  when  the  dead  in 
\  When  His  chos  -  en  ones  shall  gath  -  er  to  their  home  be* 


_ 3,  And  the  morning  breaks  e  -  ter  -nal,  bright  and  fair, 

oth  -  er  shore.  And  the  (Omit.) 

Christ  shall  rise,  And  the  glo  -  ry  of  His  res  -ur-rec-tion  share;] 
yond  the  skies.  And  the  ( Omit.)  J 

set -ting  sun,  Let  us  talk  of  all  His  wondrous  love  and  care ;  1 
earth  is  done,  And  the  (Omit.)_ 


D.  8.  roll  is  called  up  yon-der,  I’U  be 


On  Jordan’s  Stormy  Banks. 


fa  BEbgM; 
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To  Ca-naan’a 
Thera  God,  tha 

**l.»-* 

.  fair  and  h 
Sun,  for  -  < 

ap-  py 

land,  Where  my  pos  -  ses  -  sions 
reigns,  And  scat  -  ters  night  a  • 

d^PPPyig 

m 

Ur 
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W«  will  rest  ! 

In  the  fair  a 

1 1; 

l..f:-4tr=g3 

nd  hap-py  land,  (by 

r  ?-*■»  *• 

sr  . . 

and  by,)  Just  a  -  cross  c 

Jno.  K.  Sweney. 
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83  Jesus  Will  Give  You  Rest. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

1.  Will  you  come,  will  you  come,  with  your  poor  brok-en  heart, 

2.  Will  you  come,  will  you  come  ?  there  is  mer  -  cy  for  you, 

3.  Will  you  come,  will  you  come,  you  have  noth-ing  to  pay; 

4.  Will  you  come,  will  you  come?  how  he  pleads  with  you  now! 


p| = j 

=£e£ 
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feet  of  your  Sav  ■ 

•  ior  and  Lord, 

Je  -  sus 

will  give 

you  rest. 

are  and  be-lieve 

on  his  name. 

Je  -  sus 

will  give 

you  rest. 

Cross  purchas’d  life 

for  your  soul, 

Je  -  sus 

will  give 

you  rest. 

sin  of  your  sor  - 

will  give 

you  rest. 

f- 
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No.  84.  YE  MUST  BE  BORN  AGAIN. 


"Verily,  verily,  X  say  unto  thee,  except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  cannot  see  the  kingdom 
of  God.”— John  3:  3. 

W.  T.  Sleeper.  Geo.  C.  Stebbins,  by  per. 


*  V xihiT— g — 

O  -ih  -  -  -  ^ 

1.  A  rul  -  er  once  came  to  J 

2.  Ye  chil-dren  of  men,  at  -  ti 

3.  O  ye  who  would  en  -  ter  that  £ 

4.  A  dear  one  in  heav  -  en  thy  he 

.  .  .  ' 

e  -  sus  1; 
end  to  tl 
r\o  -  ri  -  0 
art  yearns  t 

>y  night,  To 
le  word  So 
us  rest,  And 

0  see,  At  the 

•  fr-  -m- 
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E=i 

Life’s  Harvest 


R.  E.  WlNSETT. 


1.  What-e’erwesow  that  we  shall  reap,  In  life’s  great  harvest  field,  For 

2.  Oh,  if  you  sow  but  e-  vil  seed, Death  will  your  harvest  be,  For 


then  your  soul  will  e’er  be  lost,  For  all  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
God  will  give  you  heav’nly  peace, Which  ends  all  earth- ly  strife. 


Refrain. 


May  we  sow  righteous  seed,  for  the 

May  we  sow  right-eous  seed,  may  we  sow  right-eous  seed,  For  the 

 f  a  ,  ~r~ 


Life’s  Harvest. 


86  There  Shall  be  Showers  of  Blessing. 

El.  Nathan.  James  McGranahan. 


i 


I  am  Resolved. 


re-solved  no  Ion  -  ger  to  lin -ger,  Charmed  by  the 
re-solved  to  go  to  the  Sav-iour,  Leav  -  ing  my 
re-solved  to  fol  -  low  the  Sav-iour,  Faith -ful  and 
re-solved  to  en-ter  the  king-dom,  Leav -  ing  the 
re-solved,  and  who  will  go  with  me?  Come, friends,  with- 


lr 


'r 


d= 


true  each 
paths  of 
out  de 


-  light;  Things  that  are  high  -  er,  things  that  are  no  -  bier, 
strife;  He  is  the  true  one,  He  is  the  just  one, 
day,  Heed  what  He  say  -  eth,  do  what  He  will-eth, 
sin;  Friends  may  oppose  me,  foes  may  he  -  set  me, 
lay,  Taught  by  the  Bi  -  ble,  led  by  the  Spir  -  it, 


MM. 
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CHORUS. 

^ — i — •  .  ^ U — 

These  have  al-lured  my  sight. 
He  hath  the  words  of  life. 
He  is  the  liv  -  ing  way. 
Still  will  I  en  -  ter  in. 
We’ll  walk  the  heav’nly  way. 

YrJ - g  . 1*  *  j 

I  will  hast-en  to  Him 

I  will  hast-en,  hast-en  to  Him, 

;  J  -t-  -g-  £  £  &  £ 
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Hast  -  en 

e! 

glad 

and 

free,  (Hast  -  en  glad  and  free), 
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we-sus,  je-suB, 


i  Will  LUX11C  LU  met 7, 
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E.  R.  LATTA. 


WHEN  WE  GET  HOME. 


W,  O.  Perkins. 


1.  When  we  get  home  to  that  beautiful  land,  With  its  beau-ti-ful  cit  -  y  of  gold; 

2.  When  we  get  home  from  our  wanderings  here,  To  that  clime  where  they  wander  no  more; 

3.  When  we  get  home,  and  our  troubles  are  o'er,  And  our  journey  is  ended  be  -  low; 


✓  5  S’ 

When  we’ve  passed  over  the  river  of  death,  And  are  safe  in  the  heav-en-ly  f 
When  with  the  lov’d  ones  whoVe  passed  into  rest,  We  shall  stand  with  our  harps  on 
When  we  are  free  from  each  cumbering  weight,  And  the  sin  that  doth  hin-der  u 

 • -  .  .  .  .  . 

old; 

1  P  t?  >  '✓  'j  U  1  *  *  1 

Wea  -  ri-some  toil,  trib-u  -  la-tion  and  care,  That  burden  our  spir-its  to  -  day, 
Like  as  a  dream  or  a  shadow  shall  pass,  Shall  pass  un-re-tur-ning  a  -  way.  j 
Sorrow  and  strife,  and  our  proneness  to  err,  The  pain  and  the  sickness  we  bear,  ) 
Like  as  a  dream  or  a  shadow  shall  pass,  And  ne’er  shall  they  trouble  us  there,  j 
Tears  that  we  shed  in  our  sor-rowful  hours,  The  fears  and  the  doubts  that  molest,  { 
Like  a3  a  dream  or  a  shadow  shall  pass,  And  reach  not  the  home  of  the  blest,  j 


90  Keep  Your  Heart  Singing. 


c.  H.  G.  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


word,  a  kind- ly  deed,  or  sun  -  ny  smile;  We  may  gir  -  die  day  and  night 

mu  -  sic  will  the  lone-ly  hours  be -guile;  We  may  drive  the  clouds  a  -  way, 

pain,  or  take  a  -  way  the  sting  of  guile;  Oh,  how  much  we  all  may  do, 


g--f  -r-r-i 

— r~l  i*  ‘  p-p-y-p— 1 

,P  1 
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With  a  ha  -  lo  of  de-light,  If 
Cheer  and  bless  the  dark-est  day,  If  - 

In  the  world  we  trav-el  through,  If  ' 

r  r  r.rrr  *  tjp  ' 

we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while, 
we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while, 
we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 

rf-r  >h!  g •  g 
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No.  91, 


LOOKING  THIS  WAY. 


J.  W.  Van  De  Venteb. 


1.  Over  the  riv  -  er  faces  I  see,  Fair  as  the  morning,  looking  form  , 

2.  Father  and  mother  safe  in  the  vale,  Watch  for  the  boatman,  wait  for  thesail, 

3.  Brother  and  sister  gone  to  that  clime,  Waitfortheotheiscomingsometime; 

4.  Sweet  little  darling,  light  of  the  home,  Lookingforsomeone, beckoning  come ; 

5.  Jesus  the  Saviour,  brightMorning  Star,  Looking  for  lost  ones  straying  afar ; 

j.j.AM'Jri 


m 

Free  from  their  sorrow,  grief,  and  despair,  Waiting  and  watching  patiently  there. 
Bearing  the  loved  ones  over  the  tide  Into  the  harbor,  near  to  their  side. 
Safe  with  the  angels,  whiter  than  snow,  Watching  for  dear  ones  waiting  below. 
Bright  as  a  sunbeam,  pure  as  the  dew,  Anxiously  looking,  mother,  for  you. 
Hear  the  glad  message,  why  will  yon  roam?  Jesusiscalling,  “Sinner, come  home.” 


CHORUS. 


Looking  this  way, yes,  looking  this  way,  Loved  onesare  waiting, lookingthis  way; 
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J.  A.L. 


Can  We  Count  on  You? 


J.  A.  LSS. 


■j— 
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1.  In  the  preach-ing  and  t 

2.  In  the  pray  -  ing  and  t 

3.  In  the  lov  -  ing  and  1 

4.  In  the  stand -ing  for  1 

;he  pleading,  Can  we  count,  0  say, 

he  talking, 
for-giv  -  ing, 

she  right,  Can  we  count, 

-|  x  *-■'$■={-  ■-y±%=z'\ 

Z  i 
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16:9.  JNO.  R.  BRYANT. 


of  the  Christian’s  hope,  For  in  aw  -  ful  sins  we  grope,  0  the  gates  of  life  now  ope, 
God,  who  reigns  above,  Still  be-stow  on  us  His  love  ?  If  this  fails  our  hearts  to  move 
God  hath  giv-en  thee,  Help  them  His  sal-va-tion  see,  Your  reward  m  hearin  will  be, 
J0~  •  -0-  -0—  •  -0~  -0—  -0—  *  -0—  -0—  *  ^  ^  ^  m  ~0~  “0~  • 


Send  Us  the  Light.  Concluded. 


free,  and  set  us  free,  This  great  sal-va-tion  may  we  see. 

free . This  great  sal-va  -  -  tion  may  we  see,  0  may  we  see. 

►4  ,  jVJJ'.**  J-JUUSJ 


J.  W.  Van  Db  Venter. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 


&  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender, 

Lord,  I  give  myself  to  Thee; 
Fill  me  with  Thy  love  and  power. 
Let  Thy  blessing  fall  on  me. 


15  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender. 

Now  I  feel  the  sacred  flame; 
0  the  joy  of  full  salvation, 
Glory,  glory  to  His  name. 
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No.  95.  We’re  Marching  to  Zion.  v 

“We  are  Journeying  unto  the  place  of  which  the  Lord  said, 
ev.  L  Watts.  I  will  give  it  you.--NuM  10:  29.  Rey_  R  LowRY>  by  pw_ 


1.  Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord,  And  let  our  joys  l 

2.  Let  those  re  -  fuse  to  sing  Who  nev  -  er  knew  < 

3.  The  hill  of  Zi  -  on  yields  '  A  thous  -  and  sa  -  cred  sweets,  _ 

4.  Then  let  our  songs  a-  bound,  And  ev  -  ’ry  tear  be  dry ;  We  re 


s  be  known,  Join 


p  f 

a  song  with  sweet  ac-  cord,  Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  ac-cord,  And 
chil-  dren  of  the  heav’n-ly  King,  But  chil  -  dren  of  the  heav'n-ly  King,  May 
fore  we  reach  the  heav'n-ly  fields,  Be-  fore  we  reach  the  heav’n-ly  fields,  Or 
marching  thro’  Im-man-uel’s  ground,  We're  marching  thro’  Immanuel's  ground,  To 


round  the  throne.  And  thus  sur  -  round  the  throne, 
speak  their  joys  a  -  broad,  May  speak  their  joys  a  -  broad, 

walk  the  gold  -  en  streets,  Or  walk  the  gold  -  en  streets, 

fair  »  er  worlds  on  high,  To  fair  -  er  worlds  on  high. 

f- 


_ _ _ _  _ ,  And  thus  sur  -  round  _ _ 

speak  their  joys  a  -  broad.  May  speak  their  joys  a  •  •  broad, 

walk  the  gold  -  en  streets.  Or  walk  the  gold  •  .  en  streets# 

fair  -  er  worlds  on  high.  To  fair  •  er  worlds  on  high. 

11  CHpRUS. 


marching  up-ward  to  Zi  -  on,  The  beau-  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y  of  God. 


Copyright,  1887,  l>y  Bobwt  Lowry. 


ONLY  TRUST  HIM. 


No.  99  The  Way  of  the  Cross. 

Arranged. 


1.  I  can  hear  my  { 

2.  I’ll  go  with  Him 

3.  I’ll  go  with  Him 

4.  He  will  give  meg 

..  .  -P-  -P--, 

Sav-ior  call-ing,  I  can  hear  my  Sav-i< 
thro’  the  garden,  I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’ 
thro’  the  judgment,  I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’ 
;race  and  glo-ry,  He  will  give  me  grace 

or  call-ing, 
the  garden, 
the  judgment, 
and  glo-ry. 

7  l~ 

D.  C.-  Where  He  leads  me  I  will  follow,  Where  He  leads  me  I  will  fol-low. 


I  can  hear  my  Sav-ior  call-ing,  “Take the  cross  and  fol-low,  fol-low  me.” 
I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’ the  garden,  I’ll  gb  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
I’ll  go  with  Him  thro’ the  judgment,  I’ll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry,  And  go  with  me, with  me  all  the  way. 


Where  He  leads  me  I  will  fol-low,  I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 


No.  100.  Calling  Me  Over  the  Tide, 


No.  101  WE  SHALL  KNOW. 

“  Then  shall  I  know  even  as  also  I  am  known.”— I.  Cob.  13 :  12. 


- 1 - ! - .  s  .  ■  -M-I . 1— 

1.  There  is  a  land  that’s  ; 

2.  There  is  a  land  I’m  It 
j.  O  friend,  will  you  meet  n 

J3.-P-  g  c  -j 

ilways  bright  and  fair,  Where  there  is  no  more 
rng-ing  for  each  day,  For  1  am  wea-ry 
ne  in  heav’n  above?  When  we’ve  laid  down  our 
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Yes,  w 

'e  shall  know  each  oth-er  there, 
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We  shall  know, 

shall  know,  we  shall  know. 
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we  shall  know,  We  shall  know  each  other  in  that  home  s 

we  shall  know, 

JSL-f'i  «  tr  £■ 
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>o  fair. 

irztj 

r  1/  S'  1 

^  j 

i  *  1 

3  L 

u-f-U 

Copyright, 


W.  H.  Doake. 


102  Marching  On  to  Zion. 


|- J  ^  Hr 
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us  to  -  day,  March-ing  on  to 

own  will  cheer,  March-ing  on  to 
watch  and  wait,  March-ing  on  to 

Zi  -  on,  Where  the  King  will  lead  the  way, 

Zi  -  on;  0  how  oft  His  words  we  hear, 

Zi  -  on,  Till  we  reach  the  pearl  -  y  gate. 

L: — - — U4- 
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Saved  by  Grace. 


1.  Some  day  the  sil  -  ver  cord  will  break,  And  I  no  more  as  now  shall  sing; 

2.  Some  day  my  earth  -  ly  house  will  fall,  I  can-not  tell  how  soon  twill  be, 

3.  Some  day,  when  fades  the  gold-en  sun  Be-neath  the  ro  -  sy  -  tint  -  ed  west, 

4.  Some  day ;  till  then  I’ll  watch  and  wait,  My  lamp  all  trimm’d  and  burn-ing  brigh, 


But,  0,  the  joy  when  I  shall  wake  With  -  in  the  pal-ace  of  the  King! 

But  this  I  know—  my  All  in  All  Has  now  a  place  in  heav’n  for  me. 
My  .blessed  Lord  shall  say,  “Well  done!  ’’And  I  shall  en-ter  in  -  to  rest. 
That  when  my  Sav  -  iour  ope’s  the  gate,  My  soul  to  Him  may  take  its  flight. 


No.  104. 


What  a  Friend. 

C.  C.  Converse. 


t  -*•  -2-  - 

What  a  priv  -  i-lege  to  car  -  ry  Ev  -  ’ry  thing  to  God  in  pray’r ! 
d.  s. — All  be-cause  we  do  not  car  -  ry,  Ev  - 5 ry  thing  to  God  in  pray’r/ 


By  Permission^ 

2  Have  we  trials  and  tempt^ions? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere  ? 

We  should  never  be  discouraged, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 
Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share  ? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  i 


3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy-laden, 
Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care  ? 
Precious  Savior,  still  our  refuge,— 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 

In  His  arms  He’ll  take  and-shield  the^ 
Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


No  105  PRECIOUS  PROMISE. 

1,Ul  Key  of  G. 

1  Precious  promise  God  hath  given 
To  the  weary  passer  by, 

On  the. way  from  earth  to  heaven, 

“I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye.” 
Refrain. 

I  will  guide  thee,  I  will  guide  thee, 
I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye; 

On  the  way  from  earth  to  heaven, 
f  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye. 

2  When  temptations  almost  win  thee, 
And  thy  trusted  watchers  fly, 

Let  this  promise  ring  within  thee, 

“I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye.” 

3  When  thy  secret  hopes  have  perished 
In  the  grave  of  years  gone  by, 

Let  this  promise  still  be  cherished, 

“I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye.” 

4  When  the  shades  of  life  are  falling, 
And  the  hour  has  come  to  die, 

Hear  thy  trusty  Pilot  calling: 

“I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye.” 


No  106  ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE. 

mu.  1UU.  KeyofEb' 

1  I  hear  the  Savior  say, 

Thy  strength  indeed  is  smalt 
Come  to  me — I’ll  be  thy  stay; 

Find  in  me  thine  all  m  all. 
Chorus. 

Jesus  died  for  me, 

All  to  Him  I  owe — 

Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain: 
He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 

2  For  nothing  good  have  I 

Whereby  Thy  grace  to  claim— 
Jesus  died  my  soul  to  save, 

And  blessed  be  His  name. 

3  When  from  my  dying  bed 

My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise, 
“Jesus  died  my  soul  to  save,” 

Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies; 

4  And  when,  before  the  throne, 

I  stand  in  Him  complete, 

“Jesus  died  my  soul  to  save,” 


No.  107.  STAND  UP,  STAND  UP  FOR  JESTJ& 

-l- 


WF.BB.  7S.  6s. 


L.  C. — Till  ev’ry 


2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey  ; 

Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day: 

“  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him, 
Against  unnumbered  foes ; 

Your  courage  rise  with  danger 
And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone ; 

The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own ; 

Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

No.  108.  {See  music  above.) 

The  morning  light  is  breaking ; 

The  darkness  disappears ; 

The  sons  of  earth  are  waking, 

To  penitential  tears: 

Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean, 
Brings  tidings  from  afar.} 

Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion’s  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending, 
Before  the  God  of  love, 

And  thousand  hearts  ascending, 

In  gratitude  above ; 

While  sinners',  now  confessmg, 
The  gospel’s  call  obey, 

And  seek  a  Saviour’s  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 


3  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way ; 

Flow  thou  to  every  nation 
Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 

Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly, 
Triumphant  reach  their  home ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 
Proclaim  “  The  Lord  is  cornel 

No.  109.  {See  music  above.) 

1  Unfurl  the  Temp’rance  Banner, 

And  fling  it  to  the  breeze, 

And  let  the  glad  hosanna 
Sweep  over  land  and  seas  ; 

To  God  be  all  the  glory 
For  what  we  now  behold — 

Oh,  let  the  cheering  story 
In  every  ear  be  told. 

2  The  drunkard  shall  not  perish 

In  Alchohol’s  dire  chain,  _ 

But  wife  and  children  cherish 
Within  his  home  again  j 
And  sobered  men,  repenting, 
Will  bow  at  Jesus’  feet, 

Their  thankful  hearts  relenting 
Before  the  mercy-seat. 

3  A  new-waked  zeal  is  burning 

In  this  and  every  land, 

And  thousands  now  are  turning 
To  join  our  temp’rance  band ; 
The  light  of  truth  is  shining 
In  many  a  darkened  soul ; 

Ere  long  its  rays  combining 
Will  blaze  from  pole  to  pole. 


ENOUGH  FOR  ME. 


No.  110 


E.  A.  H. 

Rev. 

E.  A.  Hoffman.  By  per. 

£-1— >,i  J,  —4 - n 

1  0  love  surpassing  knowledge!  0  grace  so  full  and  free!  I  know  that  Jesus  saves  n 
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D.  S. — know  that  Jesus  saves  me,  And 


that’s  ewugh  for  me!  And  that’s  enough  for  me!  And  that’s  enough  for  me!  I 

that’s  enough  for  me  ! 


2  O  wonderful  salvation! 

From  sin  He  makes  me  free ! 

I  feel  the  sweet  assurance, 

And  that’s  enough  for  me! 


3  0  blood  of  Christ  so  precious, 
Poured  out  on  Calvary ! 

I  feel  its  cleansing  power, 

And  that’s  enough  for  me ! 


No.  Ill  SAFE  IN  BEULAH. 


- t — irn - 

Arranged. 

^  -J* .  -J-  -S-  -£■  •  *  *  -St ~4- 

1.  I’m  a  sol-dier  bound  for  glo  -  ry, 

2.  Now  I’ll  tejl  you  what  in-duc’d  me, 
Cao.-Ilal  -  le  -  lu-jah  l  bound  for  glo  -  ry, 

I’m  a  sol-dier  marching  on, 
For  the  be  t-  ter  world  to  start, 
Hat  -  le  -  lu  -jah  to  the  Lamb! 

r  -<*-  *  H*.  -m-  .-MS.  £2. 

T  •  F=fr=t= 
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c#& b  .  . 

■p  ^ 

Come  and  hear  me  tell  my  sto  -  ry,  All  who  long  in  sin  have  gone. 
Twas  the  Saviour’s  lov-ing  kindness  O  -  vercame  and  won  my  heart. 
1  have  crossed  the  riv  *  er  Jor  -  dan.  Now  I’m  safe  in  Beu  -  lah  land. 


112  Joy  to  the  World ! 

Isaac  Watts.  ANTIOCH.  Handjx. 


t  Joy  to  the  world! 

f  f'+f’i 

'  »  ■*  f  # 

the  Lord  is  come;  Let  earth  receive  her  King;  f  Letov  -  ory  heart  \ 

\  prepare  him  room,  / 

.  j.^  ^ 
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And  heaven  and  nature  sing,  And  heaven  and  nature  sing.  And  fieaven,  and  heaven  and  nature  sing. 


And  heaven  and  nature  sing,  And  heaven  and  nature  sing, 


2  Joy  to  the  earth!  the  Saviour  reigns: 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rooks,  hills,  and  plains, 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

S  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  iniest  the  ground; 


He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow, 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace. 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 

|  And  wonders  of  his  love. 


113  WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 

*  M.  H.  B.  H.  P.  H. 

Annie  L.  Walkek. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 

Fimb.1 


r  Work,  for  thenightis  com-ing,  Work,  thro’  the  morning  hours;  1 

I  Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling,  ( Omit . )/ Work 'mid  springing  flow’rs; 

D.  C.  —Work,  for  the  night  is  com-ing,  ( Omit . )  When  man’ s  work  is  done. 


2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Work  in  the  sunny  noon  ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 
Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 
Something  to  keep  in  store: 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
When  man  works  ni 


a  H.  (  Methodist  Hymnal )  B.  H.  (  Baptist  Hymnal.)  ! 


S  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Under  the  sunset  skies ; 

While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 
Work,  for  daylight  flies. 

Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 
Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 

Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 
When  man’s  work  is  o’er. 


<  lj™ 


No.  114.  THE  OLD  ACCOUNT  SETTLED  LONG  AGO. 

F  M.  Gbahah. 


I 


JIJ- :  %d^*-4-± - 

1.  There  was  a  time  I  know.  When  in  the  book  of  heav’n,  An  old  account  was  standing, 
My  name  was  at  the  top,  And  many  things  be-low.  But  I  went  to  the  keep-er, 

2.  The  old  account  was  large.  And  larg-er  ev-’ry  day,  For  I  was  always  sinning, 
But  when  I  looked  ahead,  And  saw  such  pam  and  woe,  I  said  that  I  would  set-tie, 

3.  When  at  the  judgment  bar,  I  stand  before  my  King,  And  He  the  book  will  open, 
Then  will  my  heart  be  glad,  While  tears  of  joy  will  flow,  Be-cause  I  had  it  set  -  tied, 

4.  When  in  that  happy  home,  My  Saviour’s  home  above.  I’ll  sing  redemption’s  story, 

I’ll  not  forget  that  book,  With  pages  white  as  snow.  Because  I  came  and  settled, 
6.  0  sinner  seek  the  Lord,  Repent  of  all  your  sin,  For  thus  He_has  com-mand-ed, 

And  then  if  you  should  live,  A  hundred  years  below,  Up  there  you’ll  not  regret  it 


For  sins  yet  un-for-giv'n; 

( Omit . )  And  set-tied  long  a -go. 

And  nev-er  tried  to  pay; 

(Omit . )  And  set-tied  long  a -go. 

And  can  not  find  a  thing; 

( Omit . )  And  set-tied  long  a  -  go. 

And  praise  Him  for  His  love; 

( Omit . )  And  set-tied  long  a  -  go. 

If  you  would  en-ter  in; 

( Omit . )  You  set-tied  lo 
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jo;  And  the  rec  -  ord’s  clear  to  -  c 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah! 
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THE  OLD  ACCOUNT  SETTLED  LONG  AGO.  Concluded. 


Washed  my  sins  a-way,  When  the  old  aeeonnt  was  set -tied  long  a  -  go. 

Is.  fc; h  J* 


No.  115.  RESCUE  THE  PERISHING. 

F.  J.  Cbosby. 


1.  Res-  cue  the  per-ish-  ing,  Care  for  the  dy-ing,  Snatch  them  in  pit-y  from 
2  Tho’  they  are  slighting  Him,  Still  He  is  waiting, Waiting  the  pen  -  i-  tent 

3.  Down  in  the  human  heart,  Crush’d  hy  the  tempter,  Feelings  lie  buned  that 

4.  Res-cuetheper-ish-ing,  Du-ty  demands  it;  Strength  fortbytebor  the 


•  i/  1/  ^Tr 
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116 

Jessie  H.  Bbown. 


Tell  It  To-day. 


1.  If  the  name  of  the  Sav-iour  is  precious  to  you.  If  his 

2.  If  your  faith  in  the  Sav -iour  has  brought  its  reward,  If  a 

3.  If  the  souls  all  a -round  you  are  living  in  sin.  If  the 


i 


care  has  been  con-stant  and  ten-der  and  true.  If  the  light  of  his 
strength  you  have  found  in  the  strength  of  your  Lord,  If  the  hope  of  a 
Mas -ter  has  told  yon  to  hid  them  come  in,  If  the  sweet  in  -  vi  - 


.[[[[[  [irTrr 


pre-sence  has  brightened  your  way,  Oh,  will  you  not  tell  of  your 
rest  in  his  pal  -  ace  is  sweet.  Oh,  will  you  not,  brother,  the 
'*  have  heard,  Oh,  will  you  not  tell  them  the 


4  tin  f  r  fif-pfi 


3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lambl 
I  no  w  believe  in  Jesus ; 

I  love  the  blessed  Saviour’s  name, 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus. 

4  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 
No  other  name  but  Jesus; 

Oh !  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesus. 


118 


A  Shelter  in  the  Time  of  Storm. 

Key  op  F.  w 


1  The  Lord’s  our  Rock,  in  Him  we 
hide,  ,  , 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm ; 
Secure  whatever  ill  betide, 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 
Chorus. 

Oh,  Jesus  is  a  Rock  in  a  weary  land, 
A  weary  land,  a  weary  land, 

Oh,  Jesus  is  a  Rock  in  a  weary  land, 
A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

2  A  shade  bv  day,  defence  by  night, 
A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm ; 


No  fears  alarm,  no  foes  affright, 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

3  The  raging  storms  may  round  us 

beat, 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm ; 
We’ll  never  leave  our  safe  retreat, 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

4  O  Rock  divine,  0  refuge  dear, 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm ; 

Be  Thou  our  helper  ever  near, 

A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 


No.  119  Blest  be  the  Tie  that  Binds. 

“  Behold  how  good  and  how  pleasant  it  is  for  brethren  to  dwell  together  In  unity."— Tbo.  128 :  X 

John  Fawcett.  H.  G.  Nagell 


y  4  '  ^  1  u £  r  -^r  * 

1.  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Chris-  tian  lore ; 

2.  Be  -  fore  our  Fa  -  ther’s  throne  We  pour  our  ar  -  dent  prayers ; 

3.  We  share  our  mu  -  tual  woes,  Onr  mu  -  tual  bur  -  dens  bear; 

4  When  we  a  -  sun  -  der  part,  It  gives  us  in  -  ward  pain; 

'  J-  >1-  ,  .  .hi 


The  fel  -  low  -  ship  of  tin  -  dred  minds  Is  like  to  that  a-  bove. 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,  Our  com- forts  and  our  cares. 

And  oft  -  en  for  each  oth  -  er  flows  The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz- ing  tear. 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart,  And  hope  to  meet  a -gain. 

... 

120  I  AM  COMING  TO  THE  CROSS. 

Rev.  WM.  MCDONALD.  ,  WM.( 


m-  ing  to  the  cross,  X  am  poor,  and  weak, and  blind; 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee, Long  has  e  -  vil  reigned  with-in ; 

3.  Here  I  give  myall  to  Thee, Friends,and  time, and  earthly  store; 

Cho. — I  am  trust- ing, Lord, in  Thee,  Blest  Lamb  of  Cal-va-  ry'. 


imliili 


I  am  count  -  ing  all  but  dross,  I  shall  full  sal-  va  -  tion  find. 

Te-sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to  me,-  “I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 

Soul  and  bod  -  y,  Thine  to  be,  Whol-  ly  Thine  for  ev  -  er-  more. 

Humbly  at  Thy  cross  1  low,  Save  me,  Je  -  sus^ave  » 


4  Io  Thy  promises  I  trust,  .  „  ,, - _ 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied;  Perfected  in  Him  I  am; 

I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust,  I  am  every  whit  made  whole, 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified.— CHO,  |  Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb.  — Cho, 


COME  AND  JOIN  US. 


Jno.  E.  Bryaht. 


1.  Come  and  join  us  in  the  serv-ice  of  the  Lord,^ 

2.  Broth-er,  there’s  a  work  for  each  of  us 


He  will 

_  of  the  Lord, 

do,  Ma  -  ny 


3.  There  is  joy  when-e’er  we  do  the  Master’s  work^  ^ 


No.  122.  When  the  Mist  Has  Cleared  Away. 


ANNIE  HERBERT.  J.  H.  ANDERSON. 


1.  When  the  mist  has  rolled  in  splendor  From  the  beau  -  ty  of  the  hills, 

2.  If  we  are  in  hu-man  blindness,  And  for  -  get  that  we  are  dust; 

3.  When  the  mist  has  ris’n  a-bove  us,  As  our  Fa-therknowsHisown, 


And  the  sunshine  warm  and  ten  -  der,  Falls  in  kiss  -  es  on  the  rills; 
If  we  miss  the  law  of  kind-ness,  When  we  struggle  to  be  just; 
Face  to  face  with  those  that  love  us,  We  shall  know  as  we  are  known. 


eft* 


We  may  read  love’s  shining  let  -  ter  In  the  rain-bow  of  the  spray, 
Snow-y  wings  of  peace  shall  cov-er  All  the  plain  that  hides  a-way, 
Love,  be-yond  the  o  -  rient  meadows,  Floats  tl^p  gold-en  fringe  of  day ; 


We  shall  know  each  oth-  er  bet  -  ter  When  the  mist  has  cleared  a-way. 
When  the  wea  -  ry  watch  is  0  -  ver,  And  the  mist  has  cleared  a-way. 


When  the  Mist  Has  Cleared  Away, 


NO.  123. 


I’ll  Live  for  Him. 

>  live  Is  Christ.”— Phil.  1 : 


[  Mv  life,  my  love  1  give  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for  me; 
2’  I  now  believe  Thou  dost  receive,  For  Thou  hast  died  that  1  may  live ; 

3.  O  Thou,  who  died  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry,  To  save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 

H*"‘  r'-r-jg=-i 


O  mav  1  ev  -  er  faith-ful  be,  iviy  sav-iour  and  my  God 

And  now  henceforth  I’ll  trust  in  Thee,  My  Sav-iour  and  my  God 

I  con  -  se-crate  my  life  to  Thee,  My  Sav- lour  and  my  God! 


1'U  live  for  Him  who  died,  for  me,  My  Sav-iour  and  my  God . 


No.  124.  WAIT,  AND  MURMUR  NOT. 


"Ml  the  days  of  my  appointed  time  will  I  wait,  till  my  change  conic," — Job  14:  14. 


W.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


Yes,  ’tis  .  a  bright  and  blessed  home ;  Who  would  not  fain  be  rest-ing  there? 
Thou  yearnst  to  reach  that  blest  a-  bode.  Wait, meekly  wait, and  murmur  not. 
If  grief  thy  sorr’wing  heart  has  found.lt  reached  a  ho  -  li  -  er  than  thou. 
Th#  day  of  rest  will  dawn  for  thee  j  Wait, meekly  wait, and  murmur  not. 


MARY  AMES. 


No.  a26  I  Go  to  Prepare  a  Place  for  You. 


ZERAH.  C.M. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


126  The  Prince  of  Peace.  0.  It. 

1  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born ; 


4  TTo  us  a  Son  if  given  f  b°rn’ 

The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 

The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 

127  Awake,  my  Sod.  C.  M, 

1  Awake,  my  soul  I  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on : 

A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey : 

Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 


3  ’Tis  God’S  all-animating  voice 

128  Come,  let  ns  Join.  C.M. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongue^ 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

!  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry. 

To  be  exalted  thus : 

Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  hearts  reply. 

For  he  was  slain  for  us. 

Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine ; 

And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give. 

Be,  Lord,  forever  thine. 

The  whole  creation  join  in  one 

■■  To  bless  the  sacred  name 

Of  him  that  sits  upon  the  throne. 

And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


129  I’M  GOING  HOME. 


Vm.  Hunter,  D.D.  Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  McDonald. 
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f  My  heav’nly  home  is  bright  and  fair;  Nor  pain,  nor  death  can  en- ter  there;) 

|  Itsglitt’ringtow’rsthe  sun  outshine;  That  heav’nly  mansion  shall  be  mine./ 

\ I’m  go-  ing  home,  I’m  go-  ing  home,  I’m  go  -  ing  home  to  die  no  more,) 
[To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more,  I’m  go -ing  home  to  die  no  more./ 

8 


Be  mine  a  happier  lot,  to  own 
A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 
4  Then  fail  this  earth,  let  stars  decline. 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine, 

All  nature  sink  and  cease  to  be. 

That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  met 


130.  Walking  In  His  Footsteps. 

M.  Lowrie  Hofford,  D.  D.  j*  h*  Fillmore. 


e.  Ky, 


No.  131.  JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL 


f  Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er 
1  While  the  nearer 

't  If-g- 


of  my  soul,  Let 
""  -ters  roll,  ””  ”  ' 


o  Thy  bo  - 1 


m 


a  in -to  the  hi 


la-ven  gnide,  O  re-cgiyemy  soul  at  last. 


■  1  1  1  j  j  I  l j]|  J  4  |  fan 

Hide  me,  0  my  Sav-iour,  hide,  Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me! 

All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

8  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
•M.  B.  (Methodist  Hymnal.)  B.  H.  ( Baptist  H 

132  THERE  IS  A 

- r- - — - J  |  j  —. 

Just  and  holy  is  Thy  Name; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
false  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found. 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 

Let  the  healing  streams  ab  rand, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  Lif  the  Fountain  art; 

Freely  let  mi  take  of  Thee ; 

Spring  Thou  Hp  within  my  hearty 

Rise  to  all  eternity, 
ymnal.)  P.  H.  (Presbyterian  Hymnal.) 

FOUNTAIN. 

n  ,  \  ~-r> — a — h 

i  j  £  j  jfotP1 

.  1  1  FINE.  \  ^  J 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 
Drawn  from  Immanuel’s  veins, 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

S  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day; 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 
Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

$  Dear  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 


Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  Sod 
Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

:  E’er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Eedeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

>,  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I’ll  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 

When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongut 
Lies  silent  in  tne  grave. 


'There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat, ’Tis  found  be-neath  the  mer-cy-seat. 
Aplace  of  all  on  earth  mos  t  sweet  ;It  i8  the  blood-bought  mer-cy-seat. 
Tho’  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet  A-round  one  common  met-cy-^t. 
And  heav’ncomesdownoursouls  to  greet,  And  gk>-rycrowns  the  mer-cy-seat. 


134 


We’ll  Work  Till  Jesus  Comes. 


ar-mor  by,  And  dwell  in  peace  at  home?  We’ll  work  till  Jesus  comes,  We’ll  work 
•mess  of  woe,  This  world  is  not  my  home. 

ion  His  breast,  And  He’d  conduct  me  home.  W e*ll  work  We  11  w or*. 

~-Or|.-rrr^  | 


is  comes,  And  we’ll  be  gathered  home. 


137 

1  0  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 
Though  pressed  by  every  foe ; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe ; 


O  For  a  Faith. 


3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  elssr 
When  tempests  rage  without; 
That,  when  in  danger,  knows  no  fear. 
In  darkness,  feels  no  doubt  1 


J  That  will  not  murmur  or  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 
But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God ; 


4  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this  ; 
And  then,  whate’er  may  come, 

W e’U  taste,  e’en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

W.  H.  balhckst. 


138  O  For  a  Closer  Walk. 


1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  1 
S  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 


3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed  1 

How  sweet  their  memory  still  I 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest  1 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn. 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

Wm.  Cowpv 


O  How  I  Love  Jesus. 


1  A  -  las!  and  did  my  Sav-iour  bleed?  And  did  my  Sov’reign  die?  Would  He  d 

2.  Was  St  for  crimes  that  I  had  done.  He  groaned  up-on  the  tree  ?  A  -  maz-ing 

3.  Well  might  the  sun  in  dark-ness  hide,  Aud  shut  his  glo-nes  in,  When  God  sown 

4.  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blush-ing  face  While  His  dear  cross  appears,  Dissolve  my 

5.  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne’er  re  -  pay  The  debt  of  love  I  owe;  Here,  Lord,  I 


vote  that  sa-cred  head,  For  such  aw..__-  - 

pit  -  y!  grace  unknown,  And  love  be-yond  de  -  greel  .  , T 

Son  was  cru-  ci-  fled  For  man,  the  creature’s  sm.  0  how  I  love  Je-su3, 

heart  in  thank-ful-ness,  And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears, 
give  my  -  self  a-way — ’Tis  all  that  I  ‘  ~ 


140  God’s 

C.  K.  Blackall. 


Sunlight. 


W.  F.  Shekwin. 


1.  When  I  walk  in  God’i 

2.  Tho’  a-mid  the  deep-est 

3.  Tho’  all  friendships  may  t 

4.  When  to  me  shall  come  the  glory  Of 


t  dark-ness,  I  may  surely  trust  the  Lord; 
be  broken,  And  the  hand  of  death  be  laid, 
he  glory  Of  the  heavenly  mansions  bright,  £ 


Or  when  shadows 
He  hath  nev-er 
In  His  might  and 
Still  the  song  will 


142  My  Happy  H 


THE  HEALING  WATERS. 


Copyright,  WOO,  hr  L.  L.  Flokttt. 
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The  Bible. 


1.  The 

2.  The 

3.  The 

4.  The 


PPPBI 


3  Bi  -  ble!  more  pre-cious  than  gold,  The  hopes  and  the 

3  Bi  -  ble!  blest  vol-tune  of  truth,  How sweet-ly  it 

a  Bi  -  ble!  we  hail  it  with  joy,  Its  truths  and  its  . 

3  Bi  -  ble!  the  val-leys  shall  ring,  And  hill -tops  re- 

Is  Is 


^  1/  V  V  1^  U* 


n  -  fold;  It  speaks  of 
n  the  sea  -  son  of  youth!  It  bids  us 
s  our  tongues  shall  em  -  ploy;  We’ll  sing  of 
the  notes  that  we  sing;  Our  ban  - ; - 


tells  of  His  love;  It  shows  us  the  way  to  the  man-sions  a  -  Dove, 

pearl  of  great  price,  Ere  th’heart  is  en-slaved  in  the  bond-age  of  vice, 

tell  of  its  worth,  And  send  its  glad  ti  -  dings  a  -  far  o’er  the  earth, 

pre-cepts  and  rules  Shall  long  wave  in  tri  -umph,  the  joy  of  our  Schools. 


tmim 


Z  g  C 


The  Bi  -  ble,  the  Bi  -  ble,  It  speaks  of 

The  Bi  -  ble,  the  Bi  -  ble,  the  pre-cious  old  Bi  -  ble, 


1.  if  f  -  Tg  home  To  thft  brightknd  Where  sorrow  nev  -  er -m^^Ilc0“e'’ 


s&kisi  rdz  »£*«*£■*«■= 


I  Love  Jesus. 
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J.  A.  Tjst. 


1.  I’m  a  pil- grim  bound  for  glo  -  ry,  I’m  a  pil-grim  go  -  inghome; 

2.  First  His  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it  sought  me.  In  the  dark  and  cloud  -  y  day; 

3.  Faint  and  wea  -  ry  then  He  brought  me  To  the  foun-tain  of  His  lore, 

4.  Sight  He  gave  me  in  my  blind- ness,  For  the  bet-  ter  land  to  start; 

5.  Thro’  the  wil  -  der  -  ness  He  led  me,  Strength  in  weak-ness  He  bestowed, 

6.  Is  the  jour-ney  still  be -fore  me,  Des  -  ert  lands  where  drought  abides? 

7.  Soon  to  Jor-dan’s  swell -ingriv- er,  Like  a  pil-grim,  I  shall  come, 


148 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Will  There  Be  Any  Stars? 


rf*=E3= 


th-  -v  3  -  y-  fif*  • 

_ __n  think-ing  to-day  of  that  beau-ti  - ful  land  I  shall  reach  when  the 

2.  In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  let  me  la  -  bor  and  pray,  Let  me  watch  as  a 

3.  Oh,  what  joy  will  it  be  when  His  face  I  be-  hold  Liv-ing  gems  at  His 


m 


ff RtMnfP= 


sun  go-eth  down;  When  thro’  wonderful  grace  by  my  Sav-ionr  I  stand,  Will  there 
win-ner  of  souls;  That  bright  stars  may  be  mine  in  the  glo-ri-ous  day,  When  His 
feet  to  laydown;  It  would  sweeten  my  bliss  in  the  cit  -  y  of  gold,  Should  there 


149  Go  and  Speak  to  the  Captain. 

'■  There  is  a  river,  the  streams  whereof  shall  make  glad  the  city  of  God”— Psalm  46:  4. 


pH  ~  .1  j  i  !  | 

1  1  IN  IN  1  .  .  .  ^  l 

^  U  u  °  m  •  ^  d 

From  out  the  hills  of  God  it 
But  the  shore  is  veiled  by  mist  -  y 
When  a  hand  of  ice  shall  push  oui 
Then  tho’  the  wa  -  ters  dark-ly 
_ \  \ 

flows,  And  on  to  the  shoreless  sea, 
clouds,  And  we  fail  to  per-ceive  it  well, 
r  bark  Far  out  on  the  swelling  tide, 
roll,  Tho’  the  sky  be  with  clouds  o’er-cast, 
a _ -  -f-  -S'-  -m- 

I  I  |  1  1  1  i  1  w 

Where  the  noon-tide  sun  no  shad  -  ow  throws,  And  time  is  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 

And  the  voi  -  ces  of  the  storm  are  loud,  As  we  list  to  the  min-ute  bell. 

When  friends  will  leave  us  all  a  -  lone,  A  -  lone  on  the  wa-ters  wide. 

I  know  that  I  shall  safe  -  ly  reach  The  heav-en  -  ly  shore  at  last. 


Go  and  Speak  to  the  Captain. 


150  I  Want  to  Go  Where  the  Saviour  Reigns. 

"To  him  that  overcometh  will  I  give  to  sit  with  me  in  my  throne."— Rev.  3:  81. 

J.  W.  Dadmun.  J.  'A.  Lb*. 


Jl  want  to  go  where  the  Saviour  reigns,  On  the  beau-ti-ful  throne  a  -  hove;  ) 
'  (  And  catch  the  strains  of  the  heav’nly  chpir,  As  they  sing  of  His  dy  -  ing  love.  ) 
(I  want  to  sit  by  the  liv  -  ing  stream,  As  it  flows  from  the  gold-en  throne;) 
'  (  And  bathe  my  soul  in  its  crys  -  tal  flood,  And  dwell  with  the  saints  at  home.  $ 
1 1  want  to  walk  in  the  gold-en  streets,  A-long  with  the  blood-washed  throng; ) 
’  (  And  greet  the  friends  who  have  gone  before,  And  u-nite  in  the  new-made  song.  ) 


151  My  Hope  Is  Secure. 

•‘And  he  said  unto  me.  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee."— II  Cob.  12:  9. 

J  A.  Lee.  J-  H.  Fillmore. 


J1 

1.  In  Je-sus  my  nope  is  se  -  c 

2.  I’ve  sought  Him,  and  found  Him  so 

3.  0  Je  -  sus,  who  is  the  true  li 

,  -  -  »  J*  «  j 

ure,  Tho’  tem-pests  be  ra  -  ging  so  high; 
kind,  Yes,  will  -  ing  and  read  -  y  to  hear; 
ght,  My  Shep-herd,  He  guides  thro’  the  day; 

£•  -  .  .  -  *  *  »  . 

- 

1  |  ' \j 

,  1 

r  I* 
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i  f 
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'  u  *  *  * 

152  God  Will  Hear  Me. 


J — J-  r  i  j  41 

*  U  i*  r  *  3  £  ^  &  f  tt£pl 

cheer  me,  When  I  he  -  liev  -  -  ing  -  ly 

Com  -  fort,  cheer.  When  be  -  liev  -  ing  -  ly 

..  m  .  m  -ft’  * .. 

* 

pray. 

I  pray. 

0ffTu  u  i ° - \w^~w~~w — * — 

- •  "" 

9 - 

CopjrtgM.liKMi.VjJ.i.Lee.  ^  ^  ^ 
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Over  Yonder. 

"And  there  shall  be  no  more  death."— Ret.  21: 4 


In  that  home  of  love  and  won-der,  We  shall  clasp  a- gain  their  hand. 

their  hand. 


No.  154.  MOTHER’S  PRAYER. 

A.  C.  LAMB. 


D.  R.  WADE. 


155  Light  In  the  Valley. 

Dedicated  to  my  father.  Dr.  G.  R.  Lee,  who  departed  this  life  Sept.  30th,  1905. 

J.  A.  L.  J-  A.  L) 


m 


1.  When  in  af  -  flic  -  tion’s  val  -  ley  I’m  pass  -  ing  through.  There’ll  be 

2.  When  friends  of  oth  -  er  days  have  left  for  yon  -  der  shore,  There’ll  be 

3.  And  when  I  roam  the  plains  in  glo  -  ry  bright  and  fair,  There’ll  be 


light  in  the  val -ley  for  me;  The  Sav-iourwill 

light  in  the  val  -  ley  for  me;  And  when  the  time  shall  come,  to 

light  in  the  val -ley  for  me;  The  saved  of  ev  -  ’ry  land  and 


cheer  and  com  -  fort  too,  There’ll  be  light  in  the  val  -  ley  for 

earth  I’ll  be  no  more,  There’ll  be  light  in  the  val  -  ley  for 

coun  -  try  will  be  there,  There’ll  be  light  in  the  val  -  ley  for 

— t—  ^ 


•  •  S  J:  1  |  J 


CHORUS. 

p-p- j  - Is 

yf-* — m - — *|~hr- — 

p.  - 

There’ll  be  light 

is*  1/  b  1  1  U  U 

in  the  val -ley  for  me  (and  for  you),  There’ll  be  light  in  the 

u  x  .  t  -f- 

'  f 

*  f  ft 

?  1?  E| 

✓  ✓ 

val  -  ley  for  me  (and  for  you);  The  Lord  will  be 

J  MSI 
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157  Waiting  By  the  River. 


158  What  Shall  It  Profit? 

“For  what  is  a  man  profited ,  if  he  should  gain  the  whole  world ,  and  lose  his 
c  E  p  own  soul?”— Matt.  16:  86.  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 


IfoLj-g— 

hroth-er,  When  the: 

mybroth-er,  ^  ^  ^ 

m-gel  shall  c 

)  -  P 

en  the  scroll, 
shall  o  -  p 
■-  -0-  -0-  -1 

.  If  the 

en  the  scroll, 

u  * 

record  shows  hoarding  of  rich-es.^  ^  ^  Has  cost  thee  the  price  of  thy  soul? 


1 1!' 


159  How  Great  Is  Thy  Love. 

E.  E.  Hewitt.  ^  C.  M.  D. 


1.0  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav-iour,  how  great  is  Thy  love!  No 

2.  Once  woundred  and  dy  -  ing  I  wan-dered  a  -  far,  A  light  shone  a- 

3.  Once  dark  were  the  wa  -  ters  on  life’s  Gal  -  i  -  iee,  The  winds,  cold  and 

4.  A  -  Side  Thou  with-in  me,  I  pray,  Ho  -  ly  Dove,  Be  -  veal  -  ing  more 


tell  it  in  glo  -  ry  a  -  hove;  Its  mar-vel-ous  ful  -  ness  no 

round  me  from  Beth  -  le  -  hem’s  star;  I  heard  a  voice  call  -  ing,  “I’m 

storm -y,  swept  o  -  ver  the  sea;  But  Je  -  sus  spoke  peace  to  the 

clear -ly  this  in  -  fin  -  ite  love;  Till  changed  to  His  like -ness  by 


mor  -  tal  can  sing,  The  good  -  ness  and  mer  -  cy  of  Je  -  sus  my  King, 

seek  -  ing  for  thee;”  ’Twas  Christ  the  Good  Shepherd  whose  love  res  -  cued  me. 

high  -  roll-ing  waves;  Ho  -  san  -  na  to  Him  who  a  -  bun-dant  -  ly  saves! 
grace  I  shall  be,  And  rise  where  my  King  in  His  beau  -  ty  Til  see. 

.  .»  m  .  -   m  -  m  ' 


How  Great  Is  Thy  Love. 


160  You  Can,  If  You  Will. 


w 


161  Building  On  the  Rock. 


Copyright,  1 


Early  Let  Us  Seek  Him. 


162 
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163  The  Gospel  Message. 


What  a  Meeting. 


Chab.  M.  Davis. 


165 


1.  Oh,  what  a  meet-ing  that  will  be!  When  gath-ered  there  from  land  and  sea, 

2.  The  saved  of  a  -  ges  then  will  be  As  num  -  her-  less  as  sands  of  sea; 

3.  The  saved  thro’  His  e  -  ter  -  nal  love  Are  num  -  her-  less  as  stars  a-  hove; 

4.  From  ev  -  ’ry  nation,  tribe  and  tongue,  Are  gath  -  ered  there  both  old  and  young; 


Un  -  numbered  thousands  then  will  sing  The  prais  -  es  of  our  Sav-iour  King. 

The  count-  less  mil-lions  there  will  sing  Of  their  Re-deem-er,  Lord  and  King. 

The  proph  -  ets  and  the  saints  of  old  Are  gath  ered  there  with  in  the  fold. 

All  of  God’s  chil-dren  will  be  there,  In  heav’n,  that  home  so  bright  and  fair. 


What  a  gath  -  ’ring  in  that  home! 


166 


I  Will  Go  to  the  Saviour. 

“/  will  arise  and  go  to  my  father.”— Ldke  15:18. 

Is  arr.  and  3rd  verse  by  C.  E.  P.  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 

— fi-r 


1.  I'm  go  -  mg  at  once  to  the  Sav  -  iour,  Con  -  fess  -  mg  my 

2.  His  warn-ing  too  long  I  have  slight  -  ed,  Re-ject-mg  His 

3  With  Thee,  0  com  -  pas  -  sion  -  ate  Sav  -  ior,  I  plead  for  for- 

4  0  Je  -  sus,  my  bless  -  ed  Re  -  deem  -  er,  Thy  mer  -  it  my 


guilt''  and  sin;'"’  Til  knock  at  the  door  of  His  mer  -  cy,  And 

call  for  years;  Now.hum-ble  andbro-ken  in  spir  -  it,  1 
giveness  of  sin;  That  thou  wilt  most  thor-ough  -  ly  cleanse  me,  And 

lv  nlea:  I  kneel  at  Thy  foot-  stool  im  -  plor  -  ing,  Have 


ask  Him  t. 

seek  with  re  -  pent  -  ing  tears, 

plant  the  new  life  with  -  in. 

mer  -  cy,  0  Lord,  ™ 


lov  -  ing  and  full  of  c 
£:  : 
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167  Will  Your  Soul  be  Ready? 


ear  shall  fall?  Will  your  soul  be  read  -  y,  robed  in 

ear  shall  fall? 


Will  Your  Soul  be  Ready? 


168 


Fanny  J.  Cbosby. 


Jesus  is  Calling. 


Gko.  C.  Stebbins. 


1  Ta  -  sus  is  ten-  der-  ly  calling  thee  home — Call-ing  to-day, .  call-ing  to-day; 

2  le  -  sus  is  call-ing  the  wea  -  ry  to  rest —  Call-ing  to-day,  call-ing  to-day; 

O  il  .  la  wait-ing,  oh,  come  to  Him  now-  Waiting  to-day,  waiting  to-day; 

4  Je  -  sus  is  pleading,  oh,  list  to  His  voice— Hear  Him  to-day,  hear  Him  to-day; 

'  -- 


1 
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A  Glimpse  of  Jesus. 

"While  they  beheld,  he  was  taken  up."—. 


1.  I’ve  had  a  glimpse  of  Je  -  sus  to  -  day,  That  vi  -  sion  sc 

2.  Get  a  glimpse  of  the  Sav  iour,  Re-deem-  er  and  King,  This  vi  -  sion  He 

3.  A  glimpse  of  the  Sav-iour,  this  joy  shall  be  mine,  My  soul  shall  a 


A  ,  ,  ^  ^ 

sj  -----mm  -4-^0-  -S-  -9-  » 

glo  -  rious  I  nev  -  er  had  known;  He’s  light-ened  the  load,  and  He’s 

will  to  the  sin  -  ner  make  known;  No  peace  can  this  world  and  its 

bide  in  His  in  -  fi-nite  love;  He’s  prom- ised  to  be  with  me 

■*"  m   
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A  Glimpse  of  Jesus. 
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T.  J.  Jenkins. 


I  Will  Sing  to  the  Lord. 

"I  will  sing  to  the  Lord  as  long  as  I  live.”— Ps.  104: 


23. 

Jno.  R.  Bryant. 


1.  I  will  sing  to  the  Lord 

2.  My  de  -  vo  -  tions  are  sweet 

3.  ’Tis  a  joy  to  my  soul 

4.  0  the  wor  -  ship  in  song 

5.  In  the  home  of  the  soul 


just  as  long  as  I  live,  I  will 

when  I  sing  to  the  Lord,  Of  the 

of  Thy  glo  -  ry  to  sing,  Of  Thy 

to  my  soul  is  so  sweet,  Joys  di- 

thereare  an- thems  more  sweet  Than  the 


* 


mm 


sing  of  His  good-ness  to 
love  that  re  -  deemed  my 
good  -ness  and  mer-  cies  to 
vine  on  this  earth  to  me 
an  -  gels  or  ser-  aphs  can 

.  r-  -r  f--rT  -e- 


The  praise  in  my  heart  in  the 
And  transports  of  joy  come  to 

’Tis  joy  then  to  know  that 
;  Par  sweet  -  er  my  song  when  my 
These  songs  will  be  sung  when  re- 


mm 


U»  X  l/-" 


I  Will  Sing  to  the  Lord. 


-Ir 


I 


r’  /  r~ e  >  c  r 

joice  in  His  word .  And  I’ll  meet  Him  by  and  by. 

joice  in  His  word,  I’ll  re  -  joice  in  His  word, 


•  r  ■|rt 


172  Never  Say  “No!”  to  God. 

“To  oftey  is  better  than  sacrifice .”  I  Sam.  15:  22. 

Mrs.  Jessie  Brown  Pounds.  J»  H.  Fillmore. 


1.  Nev  -  er  say  “No!”  when  the  Lord  says  “Go!”  Nev-er  re-fuse  His  call; 

2.  Nev-er  say  “No!”  when  the  Lord  says  “Go!”  Dark  tho’  the  road  may  be; 

3.  Nev-er  say  “No!”  when  the  Lord  says  “Go!”Tho’by  the  cross  He  lead; 


Bit. 


s  a  1  j 

Nev  -  er  say  “No!”  when  the  Lord  says  “Go!”  Nev  - 

^  ^  .  m  m  . 

er  say  “No!”  to  God. 

t=F 
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173  Christ  Is  the  Saviour  I  Need. 


Christ  Is  the  Saviour  I  Need. 


-T* 
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help  all  the  v 

ray,  ] 

Be 

is  the  Sa\^iour  I 

P  •  p  J  — f1-  ■£: 

□eed. 
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t.  by  J.  E.  B. 


When  the  Saviour  Comes  Again. 

Jno.  R.  Bryant. 


_  _  ^ 

1  Oh  the  night  is  long  and  drear -y,  But  the  breaking  dawn  i 

2.  Oh,  the  joy  -  ful  res  -  nr  -  rec-  tion!  ’Tis  a  bless  -  ed  hope  i; 

3.  Oh,  the  signs  in-crease  a-round  us,  We,  the  her- aids  of  ^  the  King, 

4*.  How  it  cheers  the  droop- ing  spir-it,  ” 


,  How 


s  the  soul  o 


- — W  w 

And  the  Lord  in  daz-zling  splen-dor  Now  shall  speed-  i  -  ly  ap  -  pear; 

For  the  ones  who  “sleep  in  Je  -  sus,”  And  from  sin  and  sor- row  freed; 

How  we  long  the  bless -ed  mo-ment  Of  the  sil  -  ver  trumpet's  ring! 

- is  -  en  Lord  is  com  -  ing,  Is  our  joy,  and  heart  s  de  -  sire. 


176  My  Prayer ! 

T.  P.  Jenkiss.  Musio  air.  by  F.  L.  Bristow. 

ff  Andante  religioso. 

I'l'jlj  j  f  Jij  j  j 

1.  Lord,  hear  me  when  I  cry  to  Thee!— A  weak  and  hum  -  ble  cry— There 

2.  A  sin  -  ner  vile,  0  may  I  dare  To  come  to  Thee  for  rest?  (A 

3.  There’s  sin  in  all  I  think  and  do—  In  word,  in  pray’r,  in  dream— Lord, 

4.  Lord,  look  on  me  with  pity  -  ing  eye,  I’m  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind!  I 

5.  I’ll  bless  Thee  thro’  life’s  fleet  -  ing  years,  All  my  al  -  lot  -  ted  time!  0 

, '/ ' 

Only  after  last  verse. 

is  no  one  to  help  hut  Thee,  0  help  me,  else  I  die. 
waif  with-out  a  moth-er’s  care  May  come  to  Thee  for  rest!) 

I  speak  the  word,  my  heart  re-new,  My  Boul  from  sin  re  -  deem! 

on  Thy  grace  a  -  lone  re  -  ly  For  rest  and  heav’n  to  find. 

I  Lord,  now  wipe  a  -  way  my  tears,  For  rest  and  heav’nare  mine!  A  -  men. 
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The  Saviour  Is  Calling. 


Chas.  M.  Davis. 


1.  The  Sav  -  iour  is  call  -  ing  for  thee,  His  love  and  sal  -  va- 

2.  The  World  and  the  E  -  vil  One  call,  And  great  is  thy  haste 

3.  Be  warned  ere  He  call-eth 


178  What  Will  You  Say? 

Nellie  Edwards. 

p  h  K  ft  s  I*"  -> .. 

Ono.  R.  Bryant. 

\\  -J-7 - 

1.  What  will  you  say  to  the  Sav  -  iour  When  you  in  -  to 

2.  What  will  you  say  to  the  Say  -  iour  <  If  He  shall  thy 

3.  What  will  you  say  to  the  Sav  -  iour  If  He  shall  say 

4.  Come  to  the  Sav  -  iour  this  mo  -  ment  Ere  you  shall  to 

. 

H-f-t-fe— jEE 

l>  P  K» 
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judg  -  ment  shall  go?  Since  you  have  neg  -  lect  -  ed 

rec  -  ord  make  bare?  Thy  sins,  which  are  man  -  y 

to  thee  “De  -  part”?  Thou’lt  think  of  the  times  He’s 

pun  -  ish  -  ment  go;  He  stands  at  thy  heart’s  doc 

^  f:  f:  ^  f: 

sal  -  va  -  tion, 
and  vil  -  est, 

1  en  -  treat  -  ed, 
ir  and  plead -eth, 

-F.  iE  0  •  , 

-VlVzPzil 
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^  ^  ^  REFRAIN. 

iOVf-ir ;  ^  j  v-q ^ 
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So  oft  to  His  plead  -  ings  said  “No”  (said  “No”).  ■> 
Shall  o  -  pen  -  ly  meet  thee  up  there  (up  there).  /  ^ 

And  long  -  ing  -  ly  plead  for  thy  heart  (thy  heart).  V 

0  flee  then  from  mis  -  ’ry  and  woe  (and  woe).  1 

_  -f-.  ur  -f-  r  *  u  j  i 

Vhat  will  you  say? 

.  .   -m- 
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Sowing  the  Seed. 


Chas.  M.  Davis. 


1.  This  beau  -  ti  -  ful  morn  -  ing  we  must  go  At  our  bless  -  ed 

2.  Yes,  you  should  re  -  mem  -  ber  as  you  sow,  If  you’re  ei  -  ther 

3.  The  seed  that  you  sow  a  -  long  the  way  Can  be  ei  -  ther 


jij.  j  m  jj.1  iij  m 


Lord’s  com  -  mand;. . . .  The  seed  of  the  Gos  -  pel  we  must  sow 

young  or  old, .  That  what  you  may  sow  is  sure  to  grow, 

good  or  wild, .  And  bring  near  er  Christ,  or  lead  a  -  stray, 


With  a  faith  -  ful,  will  -  ing  hand. . . 
And  be  gath  -  ered  in  the  fold.. . . 
From  the  home  some  moth  -  eFs  child.  ■  ■ 


Sow  -  ing  the  seed  from 
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It  Is  Not  Very  Far  Away. 


-0-& - N — sr 

"1 - rT~ 

I— 1  - 1 
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not  ver  -  y  1 
not  -  ver  -  y  -  i 
not  ver  -  y  J 

-Its 

far  a  -  wi 
‘ar  -  a  -  w; 
far  a  -  wi 
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iy.  It  is  not  ver-y  far 

iy- 

iy.  It  is  not  ver  - 
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a  -  way, — 

y  far  a -way,—- 

i 

I  Have  No  Mother  Now, 


hear  the  soft  winds  sigh  -  ing  through  ev  -  ’ry  bush  and  tree,  Where 
2  1  see  the  pale  moon  shin -ing  on  moth-er’s  white  grave  stone,  The 

3.  My  heart  is  ev  -  er  lone  -  ly,  mv  soir  -  it  ev  -  er  sad,  1  was 


flfTf  f  l£jpi 


moth  -  er  dear  is  ly  -  ing 
rose  -  bud  round  it  twin  -  ing 
her  dear  pres  -  ence  on  -  ly 


a  -  way  from  home  and  me;  Tears  from  m 
is  there,  like  me,  a  -  lone;  And,  too, 
that  kept  my  spir  -  it  glad;  From  mom  -  i 


182  Listen  to  the  Still,  Small  Voice. 


E.  E.  Hewitt.  J.  H.  Fillmore. 


1.  Go  a  -  part  with  Je  -  sus  in  the  morn -ing  fair,  List-en  to  the 

“2.  Serv  -  ing  Him  with  glad-  ness  thro’  the  bus  -  y  day,  List  -  en  to  the 

3.  Go  a  -  part  with  Je  -  sus  at  the  e  -  ven  -  tide,  List  -  en  to  the 

4.  All  the  pil  -  grim  jour- ney,  look -ing  heav’nward  still,  List-en  to  the 
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In  That  Home  Over  There. 

“  There  remaineth  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God."— Heb.  4:  9. 


G.  A.  R. 


The  Future. 


186  Come  to  the  Cross. 


190  I’m  Coming  Home. 

T.  J.  Jenkins.  j-  a-  Lee' 


■^ijzrrri^qsz^j-T"  w  tel  J 

1.  How  blest  I’ll  be  when  time  is  o  -  ver,  And  I  have  crossed  life’s 

2.  I  know  my  sins  are  dark, — ap-  pall  -  ing,  But  Christ  my  Lord  has 

3.  And  to  that  home  I’m  glad  -  ly  near  -  ing,  Earth  has  no  rest  -  ing 

4.  As  life  is  like  the  shut  -  tie  fly  -  ing,  Like  wa  -  ters  flow  -  ing 

5.  Hark!  hark!  oh,  ’tis  the  an  -  gels  sing  -  ing!  That  home  of  song  mine 

^  ^  j  ^  ^ 

*  *  65  1  *  ^  u  b 
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ir  -• 

storm-y  sea, 

place  for  me, 

soon  will  be, 

-J-  w  •  #w  “  *  *  s  s  s  s 

To  hear  these  words  of  my  dear  Sav  -  iour,  “Come,  weary 

And  now  I  hear  Him  gen  -  tly  call  -  ing,  “Come,  weary 

And  oh!  the  words  so  sweet,  so  cheer  -  ing,  “Come,  weary 

I  hear  the  call  for  which  I’m  sigh  -  ing,  “Come,  weary 

For  Je  -  sus  speaks,  great  glad-ness  bring  -  ing,  “Come,  weary 

g-. £  Cf  C  |C — p  |» 
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w  CHORUS.  w  |  ^  ^ 

••  -f j^=* 

T'  ~fc  i  "[  | . j*.  •  |  j  r 

v  -*-*•  V  V*  u  i* 

child,  come  home  to  Me.”  I  go,  I  go,  with  joy  and 

^j=g±— £=rr:g±=gz4 £±=f-£~  j*  1  — k — 

Ohas.  H.  GASIOL. 


191  HIGHER  GROUND. 


Bkv.  Johnston  Oatman,  Jk. 


1.  I’m  pressing  on  the  upward  way,  New  heights  I'm  gaining  ev-’ry  day ; 

2.  My  heart  has  no  de-sire  to  stay  Where  doubts  arise  and  fears  dismay ; 

3.  I  want  to  live  a-bove  the  world,  Tho’  Satan’s  darts  at  me  are  hurl’d ; 

4.  I  want  to  scale  the  utmost  height,  And  catch  a  gleam  of  glo  -  ry  bright ; 


Still  praying  as  I  onward  bound,  “  Lord,  plant  my  feet  on  high-er  ground.” 
Tho’  some  may  dwell  where  these  a-bound,  My  pray’r,  my  aim  is  high-er  ground. 
For  faith  has  caught  the  joyful  sound,  The  song  of  saints  on  higher  ground. 
But  still  I’ll  pray  till  heav’n  I’v#  found,  “Lord,  lead  me  on  to  high-er  ground.” 


CHORUS.  | 

S  JS  I  J  r  ft  f,  |  4  - , 

Lord,  lift  me  up 

*  u 

)  and  let  me  stand,  By  faith,  on  heaven’s  1 

ta-ble-land ; 

E : 

A  higher  plane  than  I  have  found,  Lord,  plant  my  feet  on  high-er.  ground. 
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192  You  Will  Never  Miss  Your  Mother. 


1.  Oh,  the  years  of  long  a  -  go,  filled  with  joy,  and  filled  with  woe,  When  I 

2.  But  the  years  go  swift-  ly  by,  and  will  bring  you  many  a  sigh,  For  you 

3.  Yes,  we’re  scattered  here  and  there,  and  the  strangers  oc  -  cu  -  py  That  dear 

4.  Oh,  then  let  us  not  for- get,  sweet-est  of  all  mem-’ry  yet,  Kind- est 

* 


-jr 

3 -on  my  moth  -  er’s  own  dear  arms,  When  my  heart  ne’er  felt  a  care, 

e  with  the  sad  as  well  as  gay,  But  in  mem-  ’ry’s  mingled  throng, 

e  all  did  love  so  ten  -  der-ly,  And  when  sor  -  row  clouds  our  brow, 

>  ev  -  ’ry  one  of  us  wasgiv’n,  How  she  whispered  to  each  one, 

-  fe 
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for  there  was  no  sor-row  there,  You  will  nev-er  miss  yc 
there’s  this  thought  that  lingers  long,  You  will  nev- er  miss  y< 
then  we  sad -ly  heave  a  sigh,  You  will  nev- er  miss  y( 
both  to  daughter  and  to  son,  “Children,  will  you  meet  y 

-p-  ~ 

>ur  mother  till  she’s  gone, 
jur  mother  till  she’s  gone. 
>ur  mother  till  she’s  gone, 
our  mother  up  in  heav’n?” 

rrrr  p 
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to  wipe  a-way  the  tear,  You  mil  never  miss  your  mother  till  she's  gone. 


193  I’m  Going  Back  Home  To-day. 

Mrs.  J.  A.  Lee.  _  _  0.  J  Oumbt. 

1.  To  the  blue  grass  hills  and  vil-lage  mills,  Where  the  roses  and  pansies  grow, 

2.  To  that  dear  old  home  and  or-chard  too,  Where  the  fruits  and  flowers  grow, 

3  To  the  dis-triot  school  with  slate  and  books,  And-ihe  house  with  roof  so  low; 

4.  To  the  dear  old  church  we  all  did  go,  Seek-ing  there  our  Lord  to  know; 

5  But  my  parents  dwell  in  their  home  a-bove,  And  that  home  I  too  shall  know; 

6  As  we  view  the  change,  we  think  it  strange,  Yet  the  change  must  come  we  know; 
7!  Whea  the  homes  of  earth  aid  friends  are  gone,  There’s  an  unchanged  home  we  know; 


To  thesla-dy  nook  and  rippling  brook, ’Tie  there  that  I  long  ti 
Yes,  the  lo  fed  ones  there  so  kind  and  true,  At  home  in  the  long  ; 

And  we  trod  our  way  with  anxious  looks, ’T  was  so  m  the  ong  ; 

And  the  Hi  -  ble  song  made  faith  more  strong,  Back  there  in  the  ong  ! 
I  shall  rest  a  -  hove  with  those  I  loved  So  _  well  m  the  long  ; 

But  there’s  One  a-bove  who  does  not  change,  ’T  is  Je  -  sus  of  long  1 

-  is  there  we’ll  sing  the  old,  old  song,  The  songs  of  the  long  i 


I>m  eo  -  ing  hack  home,  I’m  go  -  ing  back  home,  I’m  go  -  ing  back  home  to-day ; 
Lastv.  I’m  com-ing  up  home,  I’m  com-ing  up  home,  I’m  com-ing  up  home  some  day; 


I’m  go  -  ing  back  home,  I’m  go  -  ing  hack  home,  I’m  go  -  ing  back  home  to  stay. 
I’m  com-ing  up  home,  I’m  com-ing  up  home,  I’m  com- mg  up  home  to  stay. 


WE  MUST  BE  READY.  Concluded. 


No.  195.  SAVED  THROUGH  JESUS’  BLOOD. 

“The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth  us  from,  all  sin.” — 1  John  1:  7. 


j}V  r 

1.  The  Lord  has  saved  my  soul  from  sin,  I’m  saved  through  Je-sus’  blood; 

2.  He  came  to  earth  and  died  for  me,  I’m  saved  through  Je-sus’  blood; 

3.  ’Twasnot  of  works  that  I  have  done,  I’m  saved  through  Je-sus’  blood; 

4.  Through  faith  alone  He  saved  my  soul,  I’m  saved  through  Je-sus’  blood; 

5.  Oh,  praise  His  name  for  sav  -  ing  grace,  I’m  saved  through  Je-sus’  blood; 


196  My  Hope,  My  Salvation,  My  All! 

Joseph  Swain.  Dr-  A.  Brooks  Everett.  (Posthumous  ) 


1.  0  Thou  in  whose  pres  -  ence  my  soul  takes  de  -  light,  On  whom  i 

2.  Where  dost  thou  at  noon  -  tide  re  -  sort  with  thy  sheep.  To  feed  on  sne 

3.  0  why  should  I  wan  -  der  an  a  -  lien  from  Thee,  Or  cry  in  the 

4.  Ee  -  store,  my  dear  Sav-iour,  the  light  of  Thy  face,  Thy  soul-cheer- ing 


flic-tion  I  call,  My  com -fort  by  day,  and  my  song  in  the  night, 

pas-tures  of  love?  Say,  why  in  the  val  -  ley  of  death  should  I  weep, 

des  -  ert  for  bread?  Thy  foes  will  re  -  joice  when  my  sor  -  rows  they  see, 

corn-fort  im  -  part;  And  let  the  sweet  to  -  kens  of  par  -  don -ing  grace 


198  “I  Have  Some  Friends  in  Glory.” 


saints  of  the  Lord,  Is  laid  for  your  faith  ii 

you  He  hath  said,  You  who  un  -  to  Je  -  si 

sick-  ness;  in  health;  In  pov  -  er  -  ty’s  vale  oi 
land,  on  the  sea — “As  thy  days  may  de-mand,  shall  thy  strength  ev-  e: 
be  not  dismayed!  I,  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid;  ) 

cause  thee  to  stand,  Up  -  held  by  my  righteous,  om  -  nip  -  o  -  tent  hand.  $ 


His  ex  -  .cel- lent  word!  I 
for  ref  -  uge  have  fled?  ) 
,  -  bounding  in  wealth;  / 


4  “When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call 

thee  to  go, 

The  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to 

And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

5  “When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway 

shall  lie, 

My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply: 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee — I  only  de¬ 
sign 

Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  re¬ 
fine. 


6  “E’en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people 

shall  prove 

My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love: 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples 

Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be 

7  “The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for 

repose, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not,  desert  to  his  foes; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor 
to  shake, 

I’ll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake.” 


199  Be  Sure  to  Make  Somebody  Happy. 

Ida  L.  Eked.  r-  m-  McIntosh. 


200  “Baptism.” 


202  There’s  Peace  Within  My  Soul  To-day. 

•'My peace  1  give  unto  you.'  —John  14:  27. 


My  bless  -  ed  Lord  a  -  bides  with  -  in,  An  ev  -  er-wel  -  come  guest. 

The  bless  -  ed  Christ  has  cast  him  out,  And  saved  my  poor  lost  soul. 

But  ne’er  pre  -  vailed  un  -  til  I  sought  A  strength  that  was  di  -  vine. 

Drives  all  of  Sa  -  tan’s  i  -  dols  out,  Till  naught  of  sin  re  -  mains. 


203 


Scatter  Bright  Smiles. 


1.  Scat  -  ter  bright  smiles  all  i 

2.  Scat  -  ter  bright  smiles  all  i 

3.  Scat  -  ter  bright  smiles  all  i 

4.  Scat  -  ter  bright  smiles  all  i 

— m - - — f 

i  -  round  you,  They  cheer  like  the 

i  -  round  you,  More  pre  -  cious  than 

i  -  round  you,  Re  -  mem  -  ber  the 

i  -  round  you,  We  nev  -  er  know 

t-rfj - * - ft — r-m - ft - ft - 
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_ That  falls  _ 

treas-ures  of  gold;  They  light  -  en  the  bur -dens  of  oth  -  ei 
weak  and  op  -  pressed;  Oh,  smile  **>“  »"d  the  need  -  t 

where  they  may  fall;  Then  ev  -  < 


makes  them  bloom  sweet  -  ly  a  -  gain.  \ 

cheer  up  the  young  and  the  old.  ( Then  scat-ter  bright  smilesjthey  will 

com  -  fort  the  sad  and  dis  -  tressed.  I 


scat  -  ter  bright  smiles  o  -  ver  all. 


204  Rifted  Clouds. 


Rifted  Clouds. 


205  Give  Me  Jesus. 


Fansy  J.  Crosby. 


206  The  Boatman  Will  Row  Me. 


Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones.  a-  0.  Hopkins. 
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greet-ings  there  wait-  ing  for  me,  I  sigh  for  that  1 
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rest 
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The  Old  Church-Yard. 


Arranged. 
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.  (  Oh,  come,  come  with  me,  t 
1  ’  (  Friends  slum  -  ber  there  \ 

m— 
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,o  the  ol< 
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1  church-  yard,  I  well  know  the 
int  to  re  -  gard,  We’U  trace  out  their 

!  s  '  tj  :  JL 

L— V — t- 

F  *  ' 

;z2eeeee 

D.  C—  For  ("eep  is  their  sleep,  tho’  cold  and  hard  Their  pil  -  lows  may 
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path  vhr./  the  soft  green  sward;  I 
names  in  the  old  church -yard.  )  ’ 

+  ^  ^  J   JCh 

mourn  not  for  them,  their 

'  g  J'  ,J— *5 

b 1 . .  1  ‘Jr- 

be  in  the  old  church -yard. 


2  I  know  it  seems  vain,  when  friends  de- 

To  breathe  kind  words  to  the  broken  heart; 

I  know  that  the  joys  of  life  seem  marred. 

When  we  follow  our  friends  to  the  old 
church-yard; 

But  were  I  at  rest  beneath  yon  tree, 

Why  should  you  weep,  dear  friends,  for 
me? 

I’m  wayworn  and  sad,  0  why  then  retard 

The  rest  that  I  seek  in  the  old  church¬ 
yard? 


3  Our  friends  linger  there  in  sweetest  re- 

Released  from  the  world’s  sad  bereave¬ 
ments  and  woes; 

And  who  would  not  rest  with  the  friends 
they  regard, 

In  quietude  sweet,  in  the  old  church-yard? 


We’ll  rest  in  the  hope  of  that  bright  day 
When  beauty  shall  spring  from  the  prison 
of  clay, 

When  Gabriel’s  voice,  and  the  trump  of  the 
Lord, 

Shall  awaken  the  dead  in  the  old  church¬ 
yard. 


Oh,  weep  not  for  me,  I  am  anxious  to  go 
To  that  haven  of  rest  where  tears  never 

I  fear  not  to  enter  that  dark  lonely  ward, 
For  soon  shall  I  rise  from  the  old  church¬ 
yard; 

Yes,  soon  shall  I  join  that  heavenly  band 
Of  glorified  souls  at  my  Saviour’s  right  hand. 
Forever  to  dwell  in  bright  mansions  pre- 

For  saints,  who  shall  rise  from  the  old 
church-yard. 


Abide  With  Me. 


Abide  With  Me. 


209  Say,  Brothers,  Will  You  Meet  Us. 


1  Say,  brothers,  will  you  meet  us,  Say  brothers,  will  you  meet  u», 

2.  Won’tyou  give  yourheartto  Je  --  sus,  Won’t  you  give  your  heart  to  Je  -  sus, 

a  We  will  live  and  work  for  Je  -  sus,  We  wi  l  live  and  work  for  Je  -  sus, 

4.  We  will  glad- ly  fol-low  Je  -  sus,  We  will  glad- ly  fol-low  Je  -  sus, 


n  (By  the  grace  of  Gol  weUlmeet  you,  By  the  grace  of  God  we’ll  meet  you, 
Cho.  \  GJo-ry,  glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Glo-ry,  glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah, 

r>,  ryl?'  j-- 


aal,  broth-ers,  will  you  meet 
Won’tyou  give  your  heart  to  Je  ■ 
We  will  live  and  work  for  Je  ■ 
We  willglad  -  ly  fol-  low  Je 


’shap  -  py  shore? 
sus?  And  come  to  Him  just  now? 
sus,  And  serve  Him  ev  -  ’ry  day. 
sus,  Wher  -  e-  T 


By  the  grace  of  God  we’ll  meet 
Glo-  ry,  glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le  -  lu  - 

s  and  reigns  for-ever, 
s  and  reigns  for-ever, 
bbus  uves  and  reigns  for-ever, 

On  Canaan’s  happy  shore. 


you.  Where  part  -  ing 
jah.  For  -  ev  -  er, 

I  6  We  will  all  meet  up  in  heaven, 
We  will  all  meet  up  in  heaven, 
We  will  all  meet  up  in  heaven, 
I  On  a  bright  and  better  day. 


Happy  Pilgrims. 


1.  To  the  heav-en  -  ly  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem  They  are  singing  as  they  go,  And  th 

2.  In  the  heav-en  -  ly  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem  No  more  night  their  souls  shall  know;  There  the 


King  thereof  shall  welcome  them, For  He  loves, He  loves  them  so.  Thro’  the  o 
Lord’s  dear  face  shall  shine  on  them, For  He  loves, He  loves  them  so.  There  the  crys- 

'  4 t4- 


anthems.and  the  anthems  of  immortals  1 
sorrow, there  no  sorrow  ev  -  er  go-eth, 
3  In  the  heavenly  Jerusalem 

All  their  tears  shall  cease  to  flow: 

No  more  sorrow,  pain,  nor  death  forthem, 
For  He  loves,  He  loves  them  so. 

They  shall  serve  Him  there  forever, 

Sweetly  singing  songs  of  love; 

They  shall  wander  from  Him  never, 

In  that  blissful  world  above. 


To  that  heavenly  Jerusalem 
With  the  pilgrims  will  you  go? 

Singing  songs  of  endless  praise  with  them, 
For  He  loves,  He  loves  them  so. 

By  the  crystal  flowing  river, 

Where  the  joyous  anthems  swell, 

Will  you  enter  and  forever 
In  the  heavenly  city  dwell? 


211  What  a  Wonderful  Saviour. 

Rev.  W.  J.  Doran.  Edw.  S.  Fogg. 


fferfi -  1  js  fs  — S 
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1.  What  a  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav 

2.  What  a  won -der -ful  Sav 

3.  What  a  won -der -ful  Sav 

4.  What  a  won -der -ful  Sav 

iour  is  Je  -  sus,  A  won-der-ful 

iour  is  Je  -  sus,  He  saved  a  poor 

iour  is  Je  -  sus,  He  sweet  -  ly 

iour  is  Je  -  ^sus.  He’s  com  -  ing 
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No.  212,  YIELD  NOT  TO  TEMPTATION. 

H.  B.  P.  H.  B.  Palmes. 


1.  Yield  not  to  temp-ta  -  tion,  For  yield-ing  is  sin; 

Fight  man-ful  -  ly  on  -  ward,  Dark  pas-sions  sub  -  due; 

2.  Shun  e  -  vil  com-pan-ions.  Bad  language  dis  -  dain, 
Be  thoughtful  and  ear-nest,  Kind  hearted  and  true; 

8.  To  him  that  o’er-com-eth  God  giv-eth  a  crowr 

He  who  is  our  Sav-iour,  Our  strength  will  re  -new; 

. = , 

Each  vic-t’ry  will 
Look  ev-er  to 
God’s  name  hold  in 
Look  ev-er  to 
i;  Thro’ faith  we  will 
;  Look  ev-er  to 

r  3 
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help  you  Some  oth  -  er  to 

win.  \ 

Je  -  sus,  [ Omit . . 

you 

through. 

rev  -  ’rence.  Nor  take  it  in 
Je  -  sus,  [ Omit . 

you 

through. 

con  -  quer,  Tho*  of  -  ten  cast 
Je  -  sus,  \Omil . 

you 

through. 
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No.  213  Come,  Sinner,  Come. 


No.  215.  ’Tis  So  Sweet  To  Trust  In  Jesus. 

"My  peace  I  sire  unto  you.  Let  not  your  heart  he  troubled,  neithm;  let  it  be 
Mbs.  LoublaM.  K.  Stead.  y  afraid.”-JOH*  14 :  87.  Wm.  J.  Kibkpatbick. 


1.  ’Tis  so  sweet  to  trust  in  Je  -  sus,  Just  to  take  Him  at  His  word; 

2.  0  how  sweet  to  trust  in  Je  -  sus,  Just  to  trust  His  cleansing  blood; 

3.  Yes,  ’tis  sweet  to  trust  in  Je  -  sus.  Just  from  sin  and  self  to  cease; 

'  go  glad  I  learned  to  trust  Thee,  Precious  Je  -  sus,  Sav-ionr,  Friend; 


>.  in  sim  -  pie  faith  to  plunge  me ’Neath  the  heal  -  ing,  cleansing  flood, 
it  from  Je  -  sus  sim  -  ply  tak  -  ing  Life,  and  rest,  and  joy,  and  peace. 
I  know  that  Thou  art  with  me,  Wilt  be  with  me  to  the  end. 


Glory  To  His  Name.  Concluded. 


sin  I  cried;  There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  -  plied;  Glo  -  ry  to  Hia 

bides  with-in;  There  at  the  cross  where  He  took  me  in;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 

en-tered  in;  There  Je-sus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean,  Glo  -  ry  to  His 

Sav-iour’s  feet;  Plunge  in  to-day,  and  be  made  com-plete;Glo  -  ry  to  His 


I  1/  J  |  "  * 

D,  8. — There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  -  plied;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 

»-  s. 
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ry  to  His  naSS^  Glo  -ry  to 


He  Leadeth  Me. 

‘He  leadeth  me  beside  the  still  waters .“-Ps.  23:  ?. 


1.  Hark!  the  gen-tle  voice  of  Je  -  sue  fall  -  eth  Ten  -  der  -  ly  np  -  on  your  ear; 

2.  Take  His  yoke;  for  He  is  meek  and  low  -  ly:  Bear  His  bur  -  den:  of  Him  learn, 

3.  Then,  His  lov  -  ing,  ten-der  voice  o  -  bey  -  ing.  Bear  His  yoke :  His  bur  -  den  take, 


mm 


No.  221 


HIS  WAY  WITH  THEE. 


Rev.  Ctktts  S.  Nttsbattm. 


1.  Would  you  live  for  Je-sus,  and  be  always  pure  and  good?  Would  you  walk  with 

2.  Would  you  have  Him  make  you  free,  and  fol-low  at  His  call?  Would  you  know  the 

3.  Would  you  in  His  kingdom  find  a  place  of  con-stant  rest?  Would  you  prove  Him 


Him  with  -  in  the  nar  -  row  road?  Would  you  have  Him  bear  your  bur  -  den, 
peace  that  comes  by  giv  -  ing  all?  Would  you  have  Him  save  you,  so  that 
true  each  prov  -  i  -  den  -  tial  test?  Would  you  in  His  ser  -  vice  la  -  bor 


car  -  rv  all  your  load?  Let  Him  have  His  way  with  thee. 

you  need  nev-er  fall?  Let  Him  have  His  way  with  thee.  His  pow’r  can  make  yon  wlat  you 
al-ways  at  your  best?  Let  Him  have  His  way  with  thee. 

„  g  •  «  ,  .f-  . 
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ought  to  be;  His  blood  can 
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cleanse  vourleart  and  make  you  free;  His  love  can 
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fill  your  soul,  and  you  will  se 

*  -*•  s-:z-  s  ^ 

ie  ’Twas  best  for  Him  to  have  His  way  with  thee. 
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222.  '  EVENTIDE.  50s. 


223.  JUST  AS  I  AM.> 


224 

W.  H.  Clark. 


BLESSED  BE  THE  NAME. 


No.  226  All  For  Jesus. 


Maby  D.  James.  Arranged. 


1  _  /  All  for  Jesus !  all  for  Jesus !  All  m; 
■  \  All  my  tho’ts,  and  words,  and  doings,  1 
„  f  Let  my  hands  perform  his  bidding,  L 
1  Let  my  eyes  see  Jesus  only,  Let  m 

f  being’s  ransomed  pow’rs :  1 
til  my  days  and  all  my  /  hours, 

et  my  feet  run  in  bis  ways —  1 
y  lips  speak  forth  his  /  praise. 

- 1 
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All  For  Jesus. 


Rev.  w.  0.  Martin.  j-  m-  Black. 


227  Did  Christ  O’er  Sinners  Weep. 

Bknj.  Beddome.  boylston.  Lowell  UASoif< 


1.  Did  Christ  o’er  sin  -  ners  weep,  And  shall  onr  cheeks  be  dry? 

2.  The  Son  of  God  in  tears  The  wondering  an -gels  see; 

3.  He  wept  that  we  might  weep—  Each  sin  demands  a  tear; 

^ — ■ — i — .gL 
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Let  tears  of  pen -i  -  tential  grief  Flow  forth  from  ev  -  ery  eye. 
Be  thou  as-ton  -  ished,  O  my  soul:  He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found,  And  there’s  no  weep-ing  there. 


228  Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me. 

REV.  EDWARD  H 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me,  O  -  ver  life’s  tempestuous  sea; 

2.  As  a  moth  -  er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the  o-cean  wild; 

3.  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore,  And  the  fear  -  ful  breakers  rc 


D.  C.  Chart  and  com-pass  came  from  Thee,  Je  -  sus,  Sav.  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
D.  C.  Wondrous  sov’reign  of  the  sea,  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
D.  C.  May  1  hear  Thee  say  to  me,  “Fear  not,  I  will  pi -lot  thee!” 


Unknown  waves  before  me  roll,  Hid  -  ing  rocks  and  treach’rc  — ... — 
Boist’rous  waves  o-bey  Thy  will,  When  Thou  saysttothem  “  Be  still!” 
’Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest,  Then  while  lean-ing  on  Thy  breast, 


'TT  s 

Let  the  Re-deem-er’s  name  be  sung  Thro’ ev-’ry  land,  by  ev- ’ry  tongue. 
Thy  praiseshall  sound  from  shore  to  shore  Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


230.  Jeans  Shall  Beign.  L.M. 


231.  Glorying  in  tie  Cross.  L.  M. 

S' 


232.  Lora,  X  Am  Thine.  L.M. 
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233.  Not  Ashamed  of  Je; 

.nstaii-9 

HSSSflee. 


'ir; 

|| 

|fh3j 


No.  234  How  Tedious  and  Tasteless  the  Hours* 

“The years  draw  nigh  when  thou  shalt  say,  I  have  no  pleasure  ii 
“  In  thy  presence  is  fullness  of  joy.”— Ps.  16 :  11.  /nw 


No.  235  Depth  of  Mercy  Can  There  Be. 


m 


1.  Depth  of  mer-  cy!  can  there  be  Mer  -  cy  still  re-served  for  me? 

2.  I  have  long  with  stood  His  grace;  Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face; 

3.  Now,  in  -  cline  me  to  re  -  pent;  Let  me  now  my  sii 


Can  my  God  His  wrath  for  -  bear?  Me,  the  chief  of  sm  -  ners  spare? 
Would  not heark-en  to  His  calls,  Grieved  Him  by  a  thous-and  falls. 

Now  my  foul  re  -  volt  de  -  plore,  Weep,  be-lieve,  and  sin  no  more. 


WM.  3.  Ktbkpatbick. 


No.  236 


HE  CAME  TO  SAVE. 


.  (  When  Jesus  laid  His  crown  aside,  He  came  to  save  me;  \ 

*•  1  When  on  the  cross  He  bled  and  died,  (Omit  ....  )  /  uecametos&.« — 
„  f  In  my  poor  heart  He  deigns  to  dwell, He  came  to  save  me;  1 
2-  |  Oh,  praise  His  name,  I  knowh  well,  ^  O  /  He  came  to  save  n 

J  He  came  to  save  m 
}  He  came  to  save  m 


a  He  wilt  save  you,  etc.j  6  He  is  waiting,  etc. 

3  He  is  able,  etc.  7  He’ll  forgive  you, etc. 

4  He  is  willing,  etc,  8  If  you  trust  Him, etc. 

He  is  ready,  etc,  '-lieve  Him,  etc. 


Iio  Do  not  tarry,  etc. 

1 1  Don’t  reject  Him,  etc. 

12  Hallelujah,  etc. 


238.  IS  NOT  THIS  THE  LAND  OF  BEULAH? 


Cho.  Is  not  this  the  land  of  Beu-lah,  Blessed,  bless-ed  land  of  light  c.Cho. 


2  I  can  see  far  down  the  mountain, 

Where  I  wandered  weary  years, 
Often  hindered  in  my  journey, 

By  the  ghosts  of  doubts  and  fears. 
Broken  vows  and  disappointments 
Thickly  sprinkled  all  the  way ; 

But  the  spirit  led,  unerring 
To  the  land  I  hold  today. 

3  I  am  drinking  at  the  fountain, 

Where  I  ever  would  abide ; 

For  I’ve  tasted  life’s  pure  river, 

And  my  soul  is  satisfied. 

There’s  no  thirsting  for  life’s  pleas- 

Nor  adorning  rich  and  gay, 

For  I’ve  found  a  richer  treasure, 
One  that  fadeth  not  away. 


4  Tell  me  not  of  heavy  crosses, 

Nor  the  burdens  hard  to  bear; 

For  I’ve  found  this  great  salvation 
Makes  each  burden  light  appear. 
And  I  lpve  to  follow  Jesus, 

Gladly  counting  all  but  dross ; 
Worldly  honors  all  forsaking. 

For  the  glory  of  the  cross. 

5  Oh,  the  cross  has  wondrous  glory! 

Oft,  I’ve  proved  this  to  be  true; 
When  I’m  in  the  way  so  narrow, 

I  can  see  a  pathway  thro’ ; 

And  how  sweetly  Jesus  whispers; 
“Take  the  cross,  thou  need’st  not 
fear, 

For  I’ve  tried  this  way  before  thee. 
And  the  glory  lingers  near.” 


239.  MISSIONARY  HYMN.  7s.  &  6s. 

L.  Mason 


ilndia’s  coral  strand, Where  Afric’s  sunny 

2.  What  tho’  the  spicy  breezes  Blow  soft  o’er  Ceylon’s  isle  ;Tho’  ev’ry  prospect 

3.  Shall  we, whose  souls  are  lighted  With  wisdom  from  on  high,  Shall  we  to  menbe- 


4.  Waft,  waft, ye  winds,  His  story,  And  you,  ye  waters  roll,  Till,  like  a  sea  of 

,  «  t  -g--  -  »-  -  -  - 

1.  From  Greenland’s  ic 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 


foun-taius  Roll  down  the  golden  sand.Erom  many  an  ancient  riv  -  er,From 
pleas  •  es,  And  on  -  ly  man  is  Tile:  In  vain  with  lav-ish  kind-nessThe 
night  -  ed.The  lamp  of  life  de-  ny  ?  Sal  -  va  -  tion.O  sal  -  va-  tion  IThe 
glo  -  ry,It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  ;TU1  o’er  our  ransomed  nature  The 


many  a  palm  -  y  plain  They  call  us  to  de-  liv-er  Their  land  from  error’s  chain, 
gifts  of  God  are  strown  ;The  heathen, in  his  blindness.Bows  downtowoodand  stone 
joy-ful  sound  pro-claim.  Till  earth’s  remotest  nation,  Has  learned  Messiahs  name. 
Lamb  for  sin-ners  slain.  Redeemer , King,  Crea-tor,  In  bliss  returns  to  reign 


"  Bring  forth  the  roy-al  'di-'a-dem,  And  crown  Him'lxird  of  all. 

Ex  -  tol  the  stem  of  Je-  sejs  rod,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  ail. 

'  *  - 


3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel’s  race, 

Y«  ransomed  from  the  fall ; 

Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all, 

4  SinneTS,  whose  love  can  ne’er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 

Go,  spread  vonr  trophies  at  His  feev, 
And  crown  Him  I  ord  of  all. 


5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

6  O,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ; 

We’ll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


No.  241  WHEN  I  SEE  THE  BLOODS 


1.  Christ  our  Ee-deem-  er  died  on  the  cross,  Died  for  the  sin  - 

2.  Chief  -  est  of  sin-ners,  Je  *  sus  can  save,  As  He  has  promised, 

3.  Judg-ment  is  com  -  ing,  all  will  be  there,  Who  have  re  -  ject  -  ed, 

4.  O.  what  com-pas-sion,  oh,  boundless  love!  Je  -  sus  hath  pow-r- 


paid  all  his  due;  All  who  re-cieve  Him  need  nev  -  er  fear, 
so  will  He  do;  Oh,  sin-ner,  hear  Him,  trust  in  His  word, 
who  have  re-fused?  Oh,  sin-ner,  hast  -  en,  let  Je  -  sus  in, 
is  true;  All  who  be-lieve  are  safe  from  the  storm, 


Yes,  He  will  pass,  will  pass  o  -  ver  you. 
Then  He  will  pass,  will  pass  o-ver  you. 
Then  God  will  pass,  will  pass  o  -  ver  you. 
Oh,  He  will.pass,  will  pass  o-ver  you. 


No.  242.  CAN  A  BOY  FORGET  HIS  MOTHER? 

(Dedicated  to  my  friend,  Mrs.  R.  G.  Chandler,  Cold  water,  Mich.) 


s-i — »  -t  ; 

a  boy  for  -  get  his  moth -er’s  pray’r,  When  he  has 

a  boy  for  -  get  his  moth  -  er’s  face,  Whose  heart  was 

a  boy  for  -  get  his  moth  -  er’s  door,  From  which  he 

a  boy  for  -  get  that  she  is  dead,  Tho’  ma  -  ny 


_ -dered,  God  knows  where?  It’s  down  the  path  of  death  and 

kind  and  filled  with  grace?  Her  lov  -  ing  voice  it  ech  -  oes 
wan -dered  years  be  -  fore?  With  tears  and  sighs  she  said,  “good- 
years  have  passed  and  fled?  Those  tears,  that  pray’r,  that  sweet  “good- 


sweet;'  She  waits,  she  longs  her  boy  to  meet!  Come  back,  my 
bye,  Meet  me,  my  boy,  be  -  yond  the  sky!” 
bye;”  She  waits  to  wel  -  come  the" 
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boy,  come  back,  I  say,  And  trav  -  el  in  thy  mother’s  way!  Come  back,  my 
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boy,  come  back  I  say,  And  tn 
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In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  Glory. 

j.  RATHBUN.  I.  CONKBT. 


1.  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glo  -  ry,  Towering  o’er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

2.  When  the  woes  of  life  o’ertake  me,  Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

3.  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming  Light  and  love  up-on  mywayv 

4.  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure,  By  the  cross  are  sane  -  ti  -  fled ; 

f-.-jp-i  a.,  r  . 


wm 
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I).  C.— And  oft  escaped  the  tempter’s  snare,  By  thy  re-  turn,  sweet(  Omit. .  .  .  )hour  ofpray’r. 

I  I  fc  I  V  .  P-°- 


2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  prayer ! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear, 

To  Him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  souls  to  bless ; 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word  and  trust  His  grace. 
I’ll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 

And  wait  for  Thr?  V,/M,r  of  prayer. 


3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share ; 

Till  from  Mount  Pisgah’s  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight : 
This  robe  of  flesh  I’ll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 

And  shout,  while  passing  thro’  the  air. 
Farewell,  farewell  ew«ot.  hour  of  prayer. 


No.  245.  I  Will  Arise  and  Go  To  Jesus. 

'  T.  by  Jos.  F.  Bi 


1.  Come,  ye  sin-ners,  poor  and  need  -  y.  Weak  and  wonnd-ed,  sick  and  s<  , 

2.  Now,  ye  need -y,  come  and  wel-come;  God’s  free  boun-ty  glo-ri-  fy^ 

3.  Let  not  con-science  make  yon  lin-ger,  Nor  of 

4.  Come. ve  wea -  ry,  heav - y  lad-  — 


Je  -  sus  read  -  y  stands  to  save  you,  Full  of  pit  -  y,  love  and  pow’r. 
True  be -lief  and  true  re  -  pent-ance,  Ev  -’ry  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 
All  Mm  fit  -  tiprs  He  re  -  auir  -  eth  Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 


All  the  fit  -  ness  He  re  -  quir  -  eth  Is  to 

If-  you  tar  -  ry^  till  you’re  bet -ter.  You  will  n 


In  the  arms  of  my  dear  S 


240  Majestic  Sweetness  Sits  Enthroned. 

8.  Stennett.  ORTONVILLE.  Thos.  Ha 


3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 
And  flew  to  my  relief; 

For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross, 
||:And  carried  all  my  grief.:|| 

4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 
And  all  the  joys  I  have; 

He  makes  me  triumph  over  death, 

1):  And  saves  me  from  the  grave.:! 


No.  247  I  Hear  Thy  Welcome  Voice. 


No.  248  Jesus  Bids  You  Come. 

(This  is  a  very  effective  gospel  song  tor  congregation,  choir,  or  solo,) 

W.  L.  X.  Wili,  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Je-sus  bids  you  come,  Je-sus  bids  you  come,  Ear-nest-ly  for  you  He’s 

2.  Je-sus  bids  you  come,  Je-sus  bids  you  come,  Wea- ry  trav’ler,  do  not 

3.  Je-sus  bids  you  come,  Je-sus  bids  you  come,  Voic  -  es  mqy  not  al-ways 

J  M  1  J  -  .  |  •  h 

call-ing, 

call  you, 

*- 

29H 

Gen-tly  at  thy  heart  He’s  pleading,  “Come  un  -  to  Me,”  “Come  nn-to  Me.” 
Je  -  sus  will  thy  bur-den  car  -  ry,  0,  will  yon  come?  0,  will  you  come? 
“Late,  too  late, ’’May  yet  be -fall  you,  “'Why  will  ye  die?”  “Why  will  ye  die?” 


Old  Time  Religion; 


Cho.—  Tie  the 


old  time  re-lig-ion, ’Tia  the  old  time  re-lig- ion, 
i  me  love  ev  -  ’ry  bod  -  y,  Makes  me  love  ev  -  ry  bod-y , 
was  good  for  our  mothers,  It  was  good  for  our  mothers, 


’Tis  the  old  time  re  -  iig-ion,  It’s  good  e-nough  for 

Makes  me  love  ev  - ’ry  bod-y,  Its  good  e-nough  for  me. 

was  good  for  our  mothers,  It’s  good  e-nough  for  me. 


3  It  has  saved  our  fathers, 

It  has  saved  our  fathers, 

It  has  saved  our  fathers, 

It’s  good  enough  for  me. 

4  It  will  save  our  children, 

It  will  save  our  children, 

It  will  save  our  children, 

It’s  good  enough  for  me. 

6  It  was  good  for  Paul  and  Silas, 
It  was  good  for  Paul  and  Silas, 


It  was  good  for  Paul  and  Silas» 
It’s  good  enough  for  me. 

6  It  will  do  when  I  am  dying, 

It  will  do  when  I  am  dying, 

It  will  do  when  I  am  dying. 
It’s  good  enough  for  me. 

7  It  will  take  us  all  to  heaven, 

It  will  take  us  all  to  heaven, 

It  will  take  us  all  to  heaven, 
It’s  good  enough  for  me. 


ASLEEP  IN  JESUS. 


251 

Maegabet  Mackay. 


William  B.  Bbamtjbt. 


A  calm  and  un  -  dis-turbed  re-pose,  Unbrok-er 

i  by  the  last  of  foes. 

r  r  r  ri- — 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  0  how  sweet 

To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 

With  holy  confidence  to  sing, 

That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest, 

Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest! 

'  r  r  r  i  i  (  i  ■ 

No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour’s  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 

Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be: 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 

From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 

252 


LEAD,  KINDLY  LIGHT. 


ST.  THOMAS.  S.M. 


258.  MY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE. 


(OLIVET.  6s,48.) 


Lowem,  Mason. 


while  I  pray,  Take  all  my  guilt  a 
died  lor  me,  O  may  my  love  to 


3  While  life’s  dark  maze  I  tread. 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 
Be  thou  my  Guide  ; 

Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 

Wipe  sorrow’s  tears  away, 

Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  thee  aside. 


4  When  ends  life’s  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 
Shall  o’er  me  roll; 

Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love. 

Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 


259.  MY  COUNTRY!  TIS  OF  THEE. 


COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING.  (Concluded.) 


261.  HAPPY  DAY. 


262.  REVIVE  US  AGAIN. 


263 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


r~^'  r  n  '  1  —  - ^ — •— 

No.  264  The  Half  has  Never  been  Told. 


F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 


R.  E.  HUDSON. 


,rk 


I  know  that  Thou  art  near-er  still  Than  a  •  ny  earth -ly  throng, 

3.  Thou  has  put  gladness  in  my  heart;  Then  well  may  1  be  glad! 

4.  O  Sav-iour,  pre-cious  Sav-iour  mine!  What  will  Thy  pres-ence  be 


For  Thou  hast  giv-en  me  the  peace  Which  noth-ing  can  de  -  stray. 

And  sweet -er  is  the  tho’t  of  Thee  Than  a  -  ny  love  -  ly  song. 

Without  the  se  -  cret  of  Thy  love  I  could  not  but  be  sad. 

If  such  a  life  of  joy  can  crown  Our  walk  on  earth  with  Thee? 


266  ARLINGTON.  C.  M. 


m* 


272 


JESUS, 


Henry  Francis  Lyte. 


!  MY  CROSS  HAVE  TAKEN. 

.  B.H.  P.H. 


From  W.  A.  Mozart. 


m 


1.  Je  -  sus,  I  my  cross  have  tak  -  en,  All  to  leave,  and  fol- low  Thee; 

2.  Let  the  world  de-spise  and  leave  me;  They  have  left  my  Sav-iour  too: 

3.  Go,  then, earth-ly  fame  and  treasure;  Come  dis-as-  ter,  scorn, and  pain; 
J.  Man  may  trouble  and  dis-tress  me , ’Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast: 

5.  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  sal-va-tion;  Rise  o  er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care; 

6.  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glo- ry,  Armed  by  faith,  and  wing’d  by  pray’r; 


„  _ n  Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 

Heav’n’s  e  -  ter  -  nal  days  be-fore  thee,  God’s  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 

•  f-  ■ 


rf-rr  rr 


—Cet  how  rich  is  my  conJu-tionIG 


_  _ _  _ _  _  _ God  and  heav’n  are  still  my  o' _ 

D.8. — Foes  may  hate, and  friends  disown  me ;  Show  Thy  face, and  all  is  bright. 
D.8.— Storms  may  howl, and  clouds  may  gather ;  All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 
V.S.— O  ’twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me,  Were  that  joy  un -mixed  with  Theel 
D.S. — Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee:  Child  of  heav’n,  canst  thou  re-pine? 
D.8. — Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fru-i  -  tion,  Faith  to  sight,  and  pray’r  to  praise. 

0.8. 


Per  -  ish,  ev  - ’ry  fond  am  -bi-  tion,  All  I’ve  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  ; 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me,  God  of  wis-dom,  love,  and  might, 
I  have  called  Thee,  Ab-ba,  Fa-ther,  I  have  set  my  heart  on  Thee; 
O  ’tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me,  While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ! 
Think  what  Spir-it  dwells  within  theei;  Think  what  Father’s  smiles  are  thine ; 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earth-ly  mis-sion,  Soon  shall  pass  thy  pil  -  grim  days ; 


273  My  Days  are  Gliding 

1  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by. 


’mmmr 


274  REST  FOR  THE  WEARY  • 

1  In  the  Christian’s  home  in  glory. 


275. 


HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOME.  6s  &  4s. 

Db.  L.  Mason,  1834 


v  r  t  r  ** 

1.  Tin  but  a  stranger  here,  Heav’n  is  my  home;  1 

Earth  is  a  des-ert  drear,  Heav’n  is  my  home.  /  Dan  -  ger  and  sor  -  row  stand 

2.  What  tho’  the  tempest  rage,  Heav’a  is  my  home;  \ 

Short  is  my  pil  -  grimage,  Heav’n  is  my  home.  /  Time’s  cold  andwint’ry  blast 

3^ There  at  my  Savior’s  side,  Heav’n  is  my  home;  \ 

shall  be  glo  -  ri  -  fled,  Heav’n  is  my  home.  J  There  are  the  good  and  blest. 


Round  me  on  ev  -  ’ry  hand,  Heav’n  is  my  fa  -  therland,  Heav’n  is  my  home. 
Shall  soon  be  o  -  ver-past,  I  shall  reach  home  at  last,  Heav’n  is  my  homei 
Those  I  love  most  and  best;  There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest,  Heav’n  is 


o76.  NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE.  6s  &  4s. 

*  »  U  (BETHANY.) 

Sabah  F.  Adams,  1841.  “Nearer  to  Thee.’’-JAS.  4:8.  ^  Lowelx,  Mason,  1858. 


1  Hear  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to  Thee!  E’en  tho’  it  be 

2.  Tho’  like  the  wan-der-er,  Day-light  all  gone.  Darkness  ’ 

3  There  let  the  way  ap-pear,  Steps  un  -  to  heav  n;  All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

4  Then  with  my  wakingtho’ts,  Bright  with  Thy  praise,  Out  of  my  ston -y  griefs, 
B.  Or  if,  on  joy -ful  wing,  Cleaving  the  sky.  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 


Th^t  rais-eth  me;  Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

My  rest  a  stone:  Yet  in  my  dreams  I’d  be  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

In  mer-cy  giv’n,  An -gels  to  beck-on  me  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Beth -el  I’ll  raise;  So  by  my  woes  to  be  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Up  -  .ward  I  flv:  Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 


277 


Is  it  Nothing  to  Thee? 


1.  Is  it  noth-mg 

2.  Is  it  noth-mg 

3.  Is  it  noth-ing 


thee,  is  it  noth-ing  to  thee,  That  thy 

thee,  is  it  noth-ing  to  thee,  That  thy 

thee,  is  it  noth-ing  to  thee,  That  B- 


Lord  and  Re-deem-er  His  love  hath  revealed?  Is  it  noth-ing  to  thee, 
sin  -  laden  feet  from  the  Saviour  hath  turned?  Is  it  noth-ing  to  thee, 

•  ter  -  ni  -  ty  com- eth  and  death draweth  near? Is  it  noth-ing  to  thee,  : 


voice  of  His  love  still  is  call-ing  to-day!  0,  ’t  is  something  to  me, 

call  -  eth  me  back,  where-so-ev  -  er  I  roam!  0,  ’t  is  something  to  me, 

last  I  shall  stand  on  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty’s  shore,  0,  't  is  something  to  me. 


278  One  There  is  Above  All  Others. 


No.  279.  Come,  Thou  Fount. 

rev.  R.  Robinson.  nettleton. 


••  ss'SSss  wi5s  1SS5& 


2  Here  I’ll  raise  my  Ebenezer, 
Hither  by  thy  help  I’m  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home; 

Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wand’rmg  from  the  fold  of  Goa, 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

No.  280  I  Am  Bound 

KEV.  SAMUEL  STENNETT. 

REFRAIN.  ~ 


3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 
Daily  I’m  constrained  to  bel 
Let  thy  goodness,  as  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee; 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it — 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love— 
Here’s  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

for  the  Promised  Land. 


1.  fen  ^Jor-dan’s  stormy  banks  1  stand,  And  casta  wish-fu  eye 

2.  O’er  all  those  wide-ex-tend-ed  plains  Shines  one  e  -  ter  -  nal  day; 

3.  When  shall  I  reach  that  hap  -  py  place.  And  be  for  -  ev  -  er  blest 
a  Fill’d  with  de  -  light  my  raptur’d  soul  Would  here  no  long  -  er  stay, 


To  Canaan’s  fair  and  hap-py  land,  Where  my  Pos  -  sessions  lie. 
There  God  the  Son  for  -  ev-er  reigns,  And  scatters  night  a  -  way. 
When  shall  l  see  my  Father’s  face,  And  in  His  bo-som  rest? 

"  P P31*  -  Iftcq 


281. 


ZION.  8s,  7s  &  4s. 


2  Every  human  tie  may  perish, 
Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove ; 

Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish, 
Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove, 

||:  But  no  changes, 

Can  attend  Jehovah’s  love.  :|| 

3  In  the  furnace,  God  may  prove  thee, 
Thence  to  bring  thee  out  more  bright; 

But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee, 

Thou  art  precious  in  His  sight ; 

|:  God  is  with  thee, 

God,  Thine  everlasting  light.  :|| 

Key.  Thomas  Kelly  • 


282.  On  the  Mountain  Top. 

Tune:  Zion, No. 281. 

1  On  the  mountain  top  appearing, 

Lo !  the  sacred  herald  stands 

Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 

Zion,  long  in  hostile  lands ; 

||:  Mourning  captive 
GodHimself  shall  loose  thybands.:|| 

2  Has  the  night  been  long  and  mournful'’ 
Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved? 

Have  thv  foes  been  proud  and  scornful? 
By  thv  sights  and  tears  unmoved? 

|| :  Cease  thy  mourning, 

Zion  still  is  well  beloved.  :|| 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee, 
He,  Himself,  appears  thy  Friend ; 

All  thy  foes  shall  nee  before  thee, 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end. 

|| :  Great  deliverance, 

Zion’s  King  will  surely  send.  :|] 


4  Peace  and  joy  shall  now  attend  thee ; 

All  thy  warfare  now  is  past ; 

God  thy  Saviour  will  defend  thee, 
Victory  is  theirs  at  last. 

||:  All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest.  *|| 

Kev.  Thomas  Kelly. 

283.  Crown  the  Saviour. 

Tune;  Zion,  No.  281. 

1  Look  ye  saints  the  sight  is  glorious, 
See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now ; 

From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 

||:  Crown  Him,  crown  Him ; 
Crowns  become  the  Victor’s  brow.  :I1 

2  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crown  Him; 
Rich  the  trophies,  Jesus  brings  ; 

In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings  ; 

||:  Crown  Him,  Crown  Him, 

Crown  the  Saviour  King  of  kings.  :|| 

3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  Him, 
Mocking  thus  their  Saviour’s  claim ; 

Saints  aud  angels  crowd  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name  ; 

||:  Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor’s  fame.  :|| 

4  Hark,  what  bursts  of  acclamation ! 
Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords! 

Jesus  takes  the  highest  station; 

O  what  joy  the  sight  affords. 

||;  Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords.  :| 
Kev.  Thomas  Kelly. 
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287  THE  STORY  THAT  NEVER  GROWS  OLD. 


i 

'  II!- 
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WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 

ie,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow  ’’—Psalm  61 !  7. 

H.  S.  Perkins,  Mus.  Doc. 


1.  Bless-ed  be  thrt'ountain  of  blood, To  a  world  of  sin-ners  r< 

2.  Thorn  y  was  the  crown  that  He  wore, And  the  cross  His  bod  -  y  ok 

Fa  -ther,  I  have  wandered  from  Thee, Oft-en  has  my  heart  gone  a 


re  healed. 

Griev-ous  were  the  sor  -  rows  He  bore, But  He  suf-fer’d  thus  not  in  vain. 
Crim  son  do  my  sins  seem  to  me — Wa-ter  can  -  not  wash  them  a  -  way. 


Tho’ I’ve  wander’d  farfrom  His  fold,  Bringing  to  my  hear 
May  I  to  that  Fountain  be  led,  .  Madetoclea 


o 'that  Fountain  of 


Lean-ingon  Thy  promise  I  go; 

»  •   fA.  *  •  a  -  . 


290  -Why  Do  You  Wait? 


G.  F.  K. 

Geo.  F.  Boot,  by  per. 

i|— )-♦ — m — tfj- — |  ^  -j 

5- -<p-  -m-  -*>-  -< 

1.  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  broth  -  er 

2.  What  do  you  hope,  dear  broth  -  er 

3.  Do  you  not  feel,  dear  broth  -  er 

4.  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  broth  -  er 

',  Oh,  why  do  you  tar-ry  so  long? 

•,  To  gain  by  a  fur-ther  de  -  lay? 

,  His  Spir-it  now striv-ing  with  -  in? 

■,  The  har-vest  is  pass-ing  a  -  way. 

t- — 1  .-II-  -;.-— 
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291  Every  Day  and  Hour. 


/  Saviour,  more  than  life  to  me,  I  am  clinging,  clinging  close  to  Thee; 

\  Let  Thy  precious  blood  applied,  Keep  me  ev-er,  ev  -  er  near  [Omit.  ]Thy  side. 
„  f  Thro’  this  changing  world  below,  Lead  me  gen-tly,  gen-tly  as  I  go; 

\  Trust-ing  Thee,  I  can-not  stray,  I  can  nev-er,  nev  -  er  \ose,[0mit.  ]  my  way. 
<  Let  me  love  Thee  more  and  more,  Till  this  fleeting,  fleeting  life  is  o’er; 

“•  |  Till  my  soul  is  lost  in  love,  In  a  brighter,  brighter  world  [Omit.  ]  a-bove 


293.  We’ll  Meet  Each  Other  There. 

R.  L.  Robert  Lowet. 


U  £  k" 

1.  Soon  will  come  the  set  -  ting  sun,  When  our  work  will  all  be  done, 

2.  Deep  the  shad-ows  in  the  vale,  Pierce  the  howl  -  ing  of  the  gale, 

3.  Flood  the  heart  with  part  -  ing  tears,  Frost  the  head  with  pass  -  ing  years. 


And  the  wea  -  ry  heart  at  last  be  still;  But  the  Lord  with  gen-  tie  cry, 

Long  and  dark  the  storm  a-round  our  door;  But  the  Lord  will  make  a  way 

Let  the  days  of  earth  be  filled  with  care;  But  the  Lord  at  length  will  come, 


We’ll  Meet  Each  Other  There. 


No.  294. 


5=4^ 


Beyond  the  Dark  Sea. 

id  so  it  came  to  pass  that  they  all  escaped  safe  to  l 


l  l  am  wea-ry,  Tm  fainting,  my  day’s  work  is  done;  I^am  watch-ing.Im 

|  Tcle  *?  jMgj 

4.  I’ll  ’lay  my  life’s  burdens,  dear  Lord,  at  Thy  feet,;  For  loved  ones 


^1  my  Tpir~-  it®  to  greet;  The  per  -  tals  of  glo-ry  are  oge- ning  g 


lea;  Then,  oh,  let 
me;  Then,  oh,  let  i 
Thee; Then,  oh,  let  i 
;  Then,  oh,  let  : 


e  an-chor  be-yond'  the  dark  sea!  Be-yond  the  sea, 
e  an-chor  be-yond  the  dark  sea! 
a  an-chor  be-vond  the  dark  sea!  ,  ,  ,  , 

e  an-chor  be-yond  the  dark  sea!  Be-yond  the  dark  sea, 

-s  sr  ~ 


Christ,  My  Rock. 


flood  can  reach  me  nev-er,  Bless-ed  Hope  of  my  eal  -  va-tion,  Christ,  my  Rock, 

ter  -  nal  years  are  gliding,  Bless-ed  Hope  of  my  sal  -  va-tion,  Christ,  my  Rock, 

gates  of  end-less  glo-ry,  Bless-ed  Hope  of  my  sal  -  va-tion,  Christ,  my  Rock. 


1.  It’s  Christ  the  Lord,  and  His  ho- ly  Word,  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve!  Tis 

2.  Re-pent  and  come,  or  you’ll  have  no  home!  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve  From 

3.  We’re  saved  by  grace,  and  are  in  the  race,  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve  .  By 

4.  That  all  may  know  they  are  saved  from  woe,  I  be  -  lieve  I  be  -  lieve  The 

5.  He’s  my  “Best  Friend,”  on  Him  I  de-pend!  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve  Hes 

6.  In  heav-en  or  hell,  we  all  must  dwell,  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve.  Its 

7.  In  heaven  we’ll  meet,  hold  communion  sweet,  I  be  -  lievel  I  be  -  lieve.  There  are 

_  _ _ —  ju  -<«- 


^  Christ,  the  Son,  the  ho  -  ly  One,  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve!  I 

fire  and  flood,  there’s  pow’r  in  the  blood,  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve.  I  be  -  lieve. 

faith  I  see,  Je  -  sus  died  for  me!  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve  I  be  -  lieve 

saved  from  sin,  have  Christ  with-in,  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve  I  b®  -  heve 

true  and  tried,  He  will  pro-vide,  I  be  -  lieve  I  be  -  lieve.  I  be  -  lievel 

there  we’ll  go,  when  we  leave  below,  I  be  -  lieve  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 

ioys  un-  told,  if  we’re  in  the  fold!  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 


I  be  -  lieve!  It’s  Christ  the  Lord,  and  His  holy  Word  I  be - 
I  be  -  lieve !  From  fire  and  flood,  there  s  pow’r  in  the  blood  I  be  ■ 

'  i  be  -  lieve!  By  faith  I  see,  Je-sus  died  for  me!  I  be- 

I  be  -  lieve!  The  saved  from  sin,  hare  Christ  within,  I  be- 

I  be  -  lieve!  He’s  true  and  tried!  He  will  provide!  I  be  • 

I  be  -  lieve!  In  heaVn  or  hell,  we  all  will  dwell,  I  be - 

I  be  -  lieve!  In  heav’n  we’ll  moot,  hold  communion  sweet,  I  be  - 


_ _  __  lieve! 

lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 
lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 
lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 
lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 
lieve!  I  be  -  lieve! 
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Special  Songs. 


No.  298.  GOOD-BY, 

J.  W.  R. 


“OLD  BOOZE,”  GOOD-BY. 

J.  W.  REAMS. 


Z  'ar-  '  JS: 

1.  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  fare-well  for  aye,  Good-by,  “old  booze,’ 

2.  You’ve  robbed  our  homes  of  peace  and  joy,  Good-by,  “old  booze,’ 

3.  Our  homes  of  joy  yrill  hap  -  py  be  Good-by,  “old  booze,’ 

4.  Our  sa  -  cred  laws  you  have  de  -  fled,  Good-by,  “old  booze,’ 

5.  Our  fa-ther’s  boys  we  will  pro  -  tect,  Good-by,  “old  booze,’ 

6.  Our  church  and  school  we  will  pro-mote,  Good-by,  “old  booze, 


good-by; 
good-by; 
good-by; 
"  good-by; 
’  good-by; 
“good-by; 


In  this  { “id  }  State  you  can-not  stay,  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  good-by. 
Our  boys  no  more  you  shall  de-stroy,  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  good-by. 
When  from  sa-loons  we  shall  be  free,  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  good-by. 
No  long  -  er  here  can  you  a-  bide,  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  good-by. 
Our  moth-ers  and  sis-ters  re-spect,  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  good-by. 
For  God  and  home  we  cast  our  vote,  Good-by,  “old  booze,”  good-by. 


No.  300.  Little  Minnie  O’er  the  River. 


S.  M.  SUITABLE  FOE  CONCERTS. 


bringing,  And  with  angels  we  a 

3 E  r  r  r  r  3 

■re  singing,  Heav’nly  music  will  be 

ringing 

*  r 

,  Over  there- 

?  i 
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No.  301.  The  Little  Brown  Church. 
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No.  302, 

H.  C.  W. 


Phantom  Footsteps. 

H.  C,  W. 


While  a  ba  -  by  voice  is  call  -  ing,  “Moth  -  er!  moth,-er!  wait  for  rr 

Hark!  was  that  the  door-hinge  creak-  ing?  “Moth  -  er!  moth-er!  wait  for  ir 

But  she  hears  the  cry  while  turn  -  ing,  “Moth  -  er!  moth-er!  wait  for  m 


Phantom  footsteps!  bear  them  fall  -  ing,  fall  -  ing,  Now  wherever  she  may  be! 

falling,  falling, falling, falling,  bear  footstf 


Copyright,  1 
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Phantom  Footsteps. 


No.  304.  The  Little  Ones  at  Home. 

C.  T.  L  C.  T.  L. 


mm 


:  *  t 


1.  I  am  thinking  of  the  home  a-mong  my  na  -  tive  hills,  And  tho’  a-far  thro’ 

2.  The  moon  looks  mildly  down,  the  same  as  oft  be-fore,  And  bathes  the  earth  in 

3.  May  guard-ian  an-gels  still  their  vig  -  iis  o’er  thee  keep,  May  heaven’s  choicest 


distant  lands  I  roam,  The  mem’ries  of  the  past  my  heart  with  longing  fills,  To 
floods  of  mellow  light;  But  its  beams  are  not  so  bright  upon  this  lonely  shore,  As  they 
’ '  '  ' 1  st;  Till  I  am  safe-ly  borne  a-cross  the  stormy  deep,  And 


se  the  darling  little  ones  at  home.  Ahlnowtheirformslseemtosee,  Par  o’er  the 
seemed  at  home  one  year  ago  to-night.  Sadly  my  heart  still  turns  to  thee,  Wher-ev-er 
meet  again  with  those  I  love  the  best.  Soon, soon  your  fa  -  ces  I  shall  see,  Never, never- 


rolling  o-cean’s  foam;  And  hear  their  voices  ringing 
I  may  chance  to  roam;  I  hear  your  voices  ring-ing 
more  from  thee  to  roam ;  Soon  shall  I  hear  your  vc ' 


mer-  ry  childish  glee, 
mer-  ry  childish  glee, 
mer-  ry  childish  glee, 


0  I  long  to  see  the  lit  -  tie  ones  at  home.  ) 

0  I  long  to  see  the  lit  -  tie  ones  at  home,  >  The  lit  -  tie  oi 

"  ■  claim  the  joyous,  welcome, welcome  home.  ) 

> 


The  Little  Ones  at  Home. 


No.  305.  The  Rose  that  Bloomed. 

"The  grass  wUhereth,  and  the  flower  thereof  falleth  away.'<—\  Pet.  1:  24. 

Kev.  Frank  Pollock.  (FOR  A  CHILD’S  FUNERAL  )  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 
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Pining  for  the  Old  Fireside. 


ing,  pin  -  ing,  Pin  ing  for  the  old  fire  -  side. 
Pin-  ing,  pin  -  ing,  pin  -  ing,  pin  -  ing, 


307  The  Gospel  Railroad. 

*  ‘'With  oladness—they  shall  enter  into  the  King's  palace."— Ps.  48:  15. 


1  Re- nent-ance  is  the  sta-tion,  then,  Where  passengers  are  ta-kenin; 

2-  \  No  fee  for  them  is  then  to  pay,  For  Je  -  sus  is  Him-self  the  way.  . 

„  {  The  Bi-ble  is  the  en  -  gi  -  neer,  It  points  the  way  to  heav’n  so  clear;  ? 

3-  |  Thro’  tunnels  dark  and  drear-  y  here,  It  does  the  way  to  glo-ry  steer. 

-  (  God’s  love  the  fire,  His  truth  the  steam  Which  drives  the  engine  and  the  train;  f 

4-  \  All  you  who  would  to  glo-ry  ride,  Must  come  to  Christ,  in  Him  a  -  bide.  ) 

r  t  Come,  then,  poor  sinner,  now’s  the  time,  At  an  -  y  sta  -  tion  on  the  line,  / 

5>  (If  you  re -pent  and  turn  from  sin,  The  train  will  stop  and  take  you  in.  ) 

.  (  And  then  to  glo  -  ry  we  will  go,  With  all  on  board  as  white  as  snow;  ) 

6-  \  So  ring  the  bell,  and  start  the  tram,  And  run  it  thro  in  Je-sus  name.) 

„  (  I’m  go- ing  home,  I’m  go  -  ing  home,  Pm  go -ing  home  to  die  no  more;  ? 

Cho-  |  To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more,  I’m  go  -  mg  home  to  die  no  more.  ) 


W.  C.  H. 


No.  308.  Come  Home,  Father. 


Come  Home,  Father. 


0  who  could  resist  this  most  plaintive  of  pray’rs?  Please,  father, dear  father,  come  home! 


l;;J 


309  Farewell,  Mother.* 


No.  310. 


Little  Jessie. 


li  J*  Andante  eon  AfTetuoso. _ ft  N  . _ ^ 

1.  jiave  you  seen  my  lit-tle  Jessie  ?  With  her  face  so  wondrous  fair,  With  the  love-light 

2.  To  her  dimpled  cheek  the  fairies  Nightly  brought  their  choicest  flowers,  To  her  laughing 

3.  They  but  mock  me  when  they  tell  me— They  have  robed  and  laid  her  there — Paled  her  cheek  and 
4  Stil'  she  comes  not!  shall  I  never,  Down  the  pathway,  thro’  the  lane,  See  her  swift  feet 


in  her  blue  eyes,  And  the  sunlight  in  her  hair  ?  In  the  spring-time,  when  I  left  her 
eyes  the  brownies  Gave  their  mischief-making  pow’rs, Round  her  lips  in  beauty  gathered 
twined  immortelles  In  the  glo-ry  of  her  hair  ?  She  is  wait-ing  for  me,  hiding, 
fly  to  meet  me  ?  Clasp  her  in  my  arms  again  ?  Still  she  comes  not!  but  her  presencb 
In  the  spring  -  time 

Round  ter  lips  find 

She  is  wait  -  ing 

But  her  pres  - 


is  radiant  a3  the  dawn;  Ere  the  spring-time  flow’rs  had  faded,  Ireturned,  but 
All  that  witching  is  and  rare,  Little  Jessie,  have  you  seen  her  ?  You  would  know  her 
Still  she  hides  I  know  not  where;  Surely,  surely,  you  hare  seen  her  ?  You  would  know  her 
Shall  be  near  me  ev’ry-where;  And  I  know,  whate’er  betide  me,  I  shall  know  and 
Ere  the  flow’rs  fade 
Have  you  seen  her  ? 

You  have  : 


And  I  feel  that 
-JZZ 


-  fTfTT 


she  was  gone? Little  Jessie,  have  you k seen  fier,  You  would  know  her  any-where, 
an  -  y- where! 

.  an  -  y- where! 

love  her  there!  Darling  little  Jessie,  know  her  any-where, 


Go  Open  Wide  the  Door,  Mother. 


Mo.  311. 

SL  A.  L. 


No,  312.  The  World  is  Growing  Better. 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Jn0-  Bryant. 


1.  Oh,  'the  gos -"pel  light  "is  spread-ing  o  -  ver  all  the  earth  to-day, 

2.  In  all  Chris t-ian  lands  and  na-tions  wars  and  bat  -  ties  soon  will  cease, 

3.  With  the  steam  ancf  with  the  light-ning  God  is  build  -  ing  all  the  lands, 

4.  Yes,  the  bless  -  ed  gos  -  pel  sun-shine  o  -  ver  all  lands  will  soon  be, 


Gos  -  pel  truth  is  be  -  ing  preached  in  ev  -  ’ry  clime,  (ev  -  ’ry  clime); 

Soon  Mil  -  len  -  ni  -  urn  will  ring  her  joy  -  ful  chime,  (joy-ful  chime); 

Brush-ing  off  the 'dust  -  y  a  -  ges’ dust  and  grime,  (dust  and  grime) ; 

Tho’  the  ser  -  pent  o  -  ver  some  may  leave  his  slime,  (leave  his  slime) ; 

‘  ^  r'\  r* 


.  .  .  A  ,  ^  . 

issi 

All  the  heath-en  walls  are  bro-ken  and  the  bars  are  giv-ing  way,  And 
E  -  ven  now  we  see  the  dawn-ing  of  a  u  -  ni-ver-sal  peace,  And 
Un  -  to  oth  -  er  lands  in  troub-le  we  are  hold-ing  out  our  hands,  And 
Yet  we’re  trusting  in  our  Sav-iour  who  can  bruise  the  serpent’s  head,  0 
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The  World  is  Growing  Better.  Concluded. 
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We’re  On  Our  Way. 


1.  we’re  on  our  way  to  heav’n  a-bove,  Being  guided  by  our  Saviour’s  hand;  To  meet  the 

2.  Oh,  Beu  -  lah  Land,  by  faith  I  see,  When  Jesus  there  will  welcome  me;  He  11  lend  to 
3  That  land  is  there  for  all  whoTl  come,  And  aim  thro’  Christ  to  reaeh  that  home;  Just  make  the 


No.  314 


1.  Wine 

2.  Wine 

3.  Wine 

4.  Wine 


Beware  of  the  Bowl. 


Jno.  R.  Bryant. 


mock  -  er  and  strong  drink  ia  rag  -  ing,  For  so  does  the 

a  mock  -  er!  tho’  seems  it  so  charm-ing,  Tho’  some  call  it 

a  mock  -  er!  it  leads  in  -  to  sin  -  ning  The  thous-ands  that 

a  mock  -  er!  the  so  -  cial  glass  shun  it!  0  lin  -  ger  not 


Bi  -  ble  de-clare;  Touch  not  the  glass,  then,  how  -  ev  -  er  en  -  gag  -ing, 

wholesome  and  good;  Mis  -  chief  is  in  it  that  ev  -  er  is  harm  -  ing, 

per-ish  from  drink;  Here  ’tis  the  drunk- ard  has  had  his  be -gin -ning, 

where  ’tis  in  sight!  Dash  it  a  -  way  from  you,  look  not  up  -  or  “ 
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Marching  On  to  Zion . 

Missionary  Hymn . 

other's  Prayer . 

ust  Jesus  Bear  the  Cross — 

y  Country . 

y  Days  are  Gliding . 

y  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. . . 

y  Hope  is  Built . 

ore  Love  to  Thee . 

y  Hope  Is  Secure . 

y  Hope,  Mjr ^Salvation . 

y  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee . 

y  Mother  is  Fraying . 

y  Saviour  First  of  All . 

y  Soul,  Be  on  Thy  Guard _ 

y  Work  is  Done . 

earer.  My  God,  to  Thee . 

ever  Alone . 

ever  Say  No  to  God . 

o  Dying  There . 

ot  Ashamed . 


i.  Think  of  a  Home*  Over  There. . . 

d  Hundred.... .  ™ 

On  Christ  the  Solid  Ro 
On  Jordan’s  stormy  Bj 
‘‘in  Top. 


...Front  Cover 


On  the  Mountain  T< 


Over  There  (old) . . . 


Pining  for  the  Old  Fireside. . . 

Praise  God,  from  Whom . 

Precious  Promise . 

Power  in  the  Blood . 

Prodigal  Boy . 

Rescue  the  Perishing . 

Revive  Us  Again . 


...Front  Cover. 


Room  at  the  Fountain. . . 
Safe  in  Beulah... 


Dirough  Jesus  Blood... 


Sailing  O’er  Life’s  Ocean... 

Saved  and  Glorified . 

Saved  b^Gr”  — 

Saviour,  Hear  Me . 

Saviour,  More  Than  Life  to  Me . 

Saviour,  To  Thee  I  Am  Coming . 

Say,  Brothers,  Will  You  Meet  Us  ?. . . 

Scatter  Bright  Smiles . 

Seeking  for  Me . 

Send  Us  the  Light . 

Sinner,  Arouse . . 

Sinner,  Say  Will  You  Go  ? . 

Solid  Rock... 

Sometime  It 

Sowing  the  . 

Speak  to  My  Soul . 

Spirit  of  Faith . 

Si  and  Up  for  Jesus . 

Such  a  Little  Way . 

Summer  Land . 

Sunlight . 

Sweeping  Through  the  Gates. . 

Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer . 

Sweetest  Name . 

Take  the  Name  of  Jesus  With 

Take  Me  as  I  Am . 

Tell  It  Again . 

The  Beautiful  Light . 

The  Bible . 

The  Boatman  Will  Row  Me. .. 

The  City  of  Gold... 


...Front  Cover 


The  Gospel  Message... 
The  Gospel  Railroad... 


The  Kingdom  Coming . 

The  Little  Brown  Church . 

The  Little  Ones  at  Home . 

The  Morning  Light . . 

The  Old  Account .  . 

The  Old  Church  Yard . . 

The  Old  Mountain  Pine . 

The  Port  of  Peace . 

The  Prodigal  Boy . 

The  Rough  Wooden  Cross . 

The  Rose  That  Bloomed  . 

The  Saviour  Is  Calling . 

The  Sinner  Invited . 

The  Story  That  Never  Grows  Old . 

The  Time  is  Drawing  Near . 

The  Way  of  the  Cross . 

The  World  is  Growing  Better . 

There  is  an  Hour . 

There  is  a  Fountain . 

There  is  a  Land  Without  a  Storm . 

There  Is  a  Power  in  the  Blood . 

There  is  Rest  for  the  Weary . 

There  Shall  Be  Showers  of  Blessings. 

There’ll  Be  No  Dark  Valley . 

There’s  Peace  Within . 

Not  lung  Ti 

Throw  Out  the  Life-Line . 

They  Have  Reached . 

’Tis  Our  Faith . 

’Tis  So  Sweet  to  Trust . 

To  the  Heavenly  Jerusalem... 


Up  in  That  Land... 

Vale  of  Beulah . 

Wait  and  Murmur  Not . 

Waiting  By  the  River . 

Waiting  and  Watching . 

Walk  in  Wisdom’s  Path. . . . 
Walking  In  the  Sunshine... 

We  Are  Marching . 

We  Must  Be  Ready . 

We  Shall  Meet  the  Lord. ... 


We’ll  Crown  Them . 

w‘‘,ll  Meet  Each  Other... 

11  Work  Till  ~ 

~  re  Marching 

We’re  On  Our  W_. . 

W  lut  a  Blessed  Reunion... 
w  lata  Friend  We  H 
a  Gathering  Tl 

a  Meeting . 

—  a  Wondertul  Saviour . 

mt  Is  Your  Mission . . 

,.  mt  Shall  It  Profit . 

What  Will  You  Say  V . 

When  He  Comes  to  Claim  His  Own... 
W  len  I  Walk  ir  ~  °  ”  ’  ‘ 

w'--n  I  Close  Bl„  .. 
n  I  See  the  Blood... 


When  Jesus  Comes . 

W  len  the  Roll  Is  Called . 

w’  -  e  Saints . 

.e  Saviour  Comes . 

W  len  We  Reach  Our  Home... 
Where  Can  Rest  Be  Found  ?. . . . 

Whiter  Than  Snow . 

w  11  Your  Soul  Be  Ready  ? . 

11  There  Be  Any  Stars  ? . 

why  Do  You  "Wait? . 

Work,  for  the  Night  is  Comin, 

Ye  Must  Be  Born  Again . 

Yield  Not  to  Temptation _ 


Zion  Stands  with  Hilis!.’.* 
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